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Summary: The day after the crowning of Princess Pina as the rightful 
heir to the empire, and the official truce between the Empire and 
Japan an unprecedented event happens... for the first time in the 
history of the Gateworld a second begins to open, and then a third. . . 
The politics of the two worlds now become increasingly intertwined 
for better or for worse. Set after anime Season 2. 


1 . The Gate of Heavenly Peace 

* *Disclaimer : Yes... one of these. It should be pretty obvious that I 
don't own the Gate franchise in any way.** 

**A/N: This series takes place after the end of the last episode of 
the second season of the anime series, since that's the farthest any 
of the materials I have access to go as at the time of writing.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The People's Republic of China. Officially a Marxist-Leninist 
state run under single party rule by the Chinese Communist Party 
(CCP) . A nation state that runs on the legacy of one of the world's 
oldest and largest civilisations. It is a nation that boasts the 
world's largest population, the second largest economy, and one of 
the largest landmasses . <p> 

Beneath the thin surface of grandeur and strength, however, lies 
glaring weakness. It's population is rapidly aging, its economy 
slowing down, and even with all its land and resources the People's 
Republic faces increasing difficulty feeding itself through the 21st 
century. A nation politically isolated, hated and feared by its 
neighbours, branded as a brutal totalitarian state with disregard to 
human rights and civil liberties. 


Even still, the Party tries to maintain its hold over the nation, 
trying to keep over a billion people united under the red banner. The 



Party spends all resources available to try and keep the massive 
population's attention diverted from the social issues. It tries to 
control all information put through the Chinese media, so its 
citizens will only see what the Party wants them to see, criticising 
foreign nations and drumming up patriotic fervor wherever 
possible . 

In the year 20XX the CCP is about to play another 'Chinese 
Nationalism' card: It was to commence a massive military parade to 
celebrate the anniversary of the founding of the People's Republic. 
Thousands of troops and hundreds of vehicles would march past 
Tiananmen square to celebrate the nation, the people, and above all 
the Party. 

Many considered this to be part of an even larger scheme of 
international politics as well. China and Japan, the two giants of 
Asia, had been on sour terms for as long as anyone could remember. 
Disagreements over the Sino- Japanese war in the century prior, 
maritime disputes, economic disputes, political disputes, cultural 
disputes... and most recently the disagreement over the "Gate". 

Ever since the Gate had opened in Tokyo, Japan the two nations had 
disagreed over how the Gate should be treated. The Japanese 
government claimed it to be a domestic issue, as it opened in 
Japanese territory, while the Chinese insisted it should be placed in 
international care to avoid Japan's monopolisation of the Gate. 

Things only worsened after the JSDF was sent to occupy the Gate on 
the other side as this would be the first Japanese combat operation 
outside of its national territory since the World War, which gave 
rise to fears of increased Japanese militancy. 

Perhaps it could be said that the parade was a counter to Japan's 
act, 'fighting fire with fire', an attempt to intimidate Japan from 
getting the wrong idea about conquering land much larger from people 
less developed than themselves by way of a display of military 
might . 

Regardless of whether this was the intention of the parade, however, 
at least its domestic goal was met. The Chinese people, although 
distrusting of their government, were still eager to take hold of any 
sort of national pride they could muster. All eyes were on Tiananmen 
Square, placing high pressure on the Chinese Government, for in China 
'face' was something of unspeakable importance, and the CCP 
absolutely refused to suffer a loss of face now after it had made 
such a big deal of the parade. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Bei jing, China<em> 

_Day 0 - Day of the Incident_ 

It was a day of glory and honour. A day of pomp and ceremony. A day 
of celebration and mourning. Long story short, it was a very 
important day. 

Atop the Gate of Heavenly Peace _ (Tiananmen) _ the President of China 
would be overlooking over ten-thousand troops as they marched in well 
disciplined form down Chang 'an avenue. Cameras were broadcasting on 
live, international television for all the world to see the peaceful 



might of the Chinese army on parade. Foreign diplomats, including the 
President of the Russian Federation, were all gathered on invite to 
view the ceremony, and there were even a few foreign troop units 
taking part in the parade. It was certainly a moment when China 
received 'face'. 

Which meant that _nothing_ was to go wrong at this moment. 

Behind the scenes the security around Tiananmen square at this very 
moment was at full pressure. Snipers, armed patrol squads, security 
disguised as civilians in the crowd, even UAVs making flybys... all 
of them ready in case of an emergency, be they religious or ethnic 
insurgents, or foreign saboteurs. Because there is no better time to 
humiliate someone than when they are on full display. 

This was also why the entirety of 8th "Hammer" Company of the Beijing 
Mechanised Infantry Brigade garrison was on standby, ready to 
mobilise at any moment. At least... they were in theory. In reality 
everyone was just gathered in front of the television in the mess 
hall watching the parade. 

The company's political instructor, Yang Xiaoli, shook her head. "We 
really should be on alert now. Anything could go wrong." Although she 
had said it for the umpteenth time she was hoping that it might work 
if she tried enough. 

Her hopes were doused immediately, though, when Captain Sun Beifing 
immediately shot it down. "This is why I can't stand having a woman 
as a political instructor," he said. "You're always so bossy!" 

"I'm doing my job by recommending that everyone in the company does 
their job," Xiaoli defended herself. "This has nothing to do with me 
being a woman." 

"Look, just relax, okay?" Beifeng said. "Nothing's going to go wrong. 
Even if something did go wrong, there's already plenty of security 
around Tiananmen square." 

Xiaoli could do little other than shake her head again. Despite being 
the company's political officer she was still only second in command 
to Captain Sun, and the Captain was nothing if not stubborn. 

"With all due respect, comrade instructor, " Lieutenant Li Zheng 
started with a smile, "I actually agree with the captain on this one. 
If an incident did happen then the security there would probably be 
able to deal with it long before we get there, even if we were fully 
prepared . " 

This caused the captain to laugh. "Well what do you know? You're 
actually useful every once in a while with that nerdy head of yours, 
aren't you Race Traitor?" 

'Race Traitor' or _'hanjian'_ was a term used to describe ethnic 
turncoats, usually Chinese that collaborated with the Japanese 
Imperialists in the Sino- Japanese war. It was a derogatory term, and 
just so happened to be Lieutenant Li ' s nickname in the company on the 
basis that he liked to watch and make regular references to Japanese 
animations and manga. Of course, nobody in the company really meant 
it in a bad way, and Li didn't seem to mind. 



Just as Xiaoli was about to open her mouth to make another attempt at 
convincing everyone to be more prepared for emergencies, the captain 
pre-emptively shut her up. 

"Shush! Shush! It's starting!" 

With that the entire company stopped talking and stared intently at 
the screen. They let the sound of the parade band, of boots on 
concrete, and the news reporter's voice fill the room, as they along 
with the rest of the nation (and perhaps the rest of the whole world) 
watched the moment together. Even Xiaoli let her patriotism get the 
best of her as she cast her duties aside to watch the parade. 

Every word in the reporter's script, every note played by the band, 
every shot from the camera was all planned and rehearsed. It was all 
coming together, as everyone watched the guard of honour march past 
Tiananmen gate with the bright red flag at the very front. 

And it was at this moment that everything suddenly collapsed. 

Xiaoli couldn't quite register it at first, but he certainly felt 
that something went wrong. The camera angle shots of the parade 
started to change more frequently. The perfect unison of boots on the 
ground started to break, and the marching soldiers started to have 
the slightest hint of a wavering look to them. There was audible 
murmuring, both from the audience that sat in Tiananmen square and 

from the soldiers in the barracks. Xiaoli wasn't sure how long the 

moment of confusion lasted, but he doubted it was as long as it 
felt . 

As if all that wasn't enough of a mood whiplash, the intercom 
suddenly turned on in the barracks. "All units mobilise to Tiananmen 
square! All units mobilise to Tiananmen square! The parade grounds 
are under attack!" 

Those words were all it took for the entire barracks to suddenly snap 
out of their trance, sprint to their gear as quickly as possible 
before making for the ZBD-09 wheeled AFVs . As they all crashed out 
the barracks door they started to hear the sound of gunshots and 
screams. Whatever it was that happened, it was certainly big. 

"This is captain Sun of the 8th company of the Beijing Mechanised 

Infantry Brigade garrison. What's the situation?" 

Over the radio the reply came from a distressed People's Armed Police 
(a paramilitary policing branch split from the People's Liberation 
Army) officer. "I have no idea what specifically is happening...! But 
we're getting overrun! There's just too many of them!" 

"Calm down. Just tell me the situation so we can deal with it as soon 
as we get there ! " 

"I... I don't know... there are monsters and soldiers wearing armour 
coming out of this... this gate that appeared out of nowhere! It just 
appeared right in front of the parade!" 

"You mean like the one that appeared in Japan a few days ago?" 

"... Y... yeah, I think so..." 



"Understood. We'll be there in about two minutes!" 


The convoy of ZBD-09s rushed down street after street, trying to make 
their way to the fighting. Since the barracks was the the North of 
the Forbidden city they would have to come in from the Northern end 
before they got to Tiananmen gate. However, the armoured vehicles 
stopped just before that, instead having the company evacuate into 
the courtyard between Tiananmen and Meridian gate. 

At first Xiaoli wondered why this was as she clambered out the 
vehicle. Her queries were soon answered when an arrow ricocheted off 
the side of the IFV hitting the ground below her feat. 

"Everyone take cover behind the IFVs ! They're firing on us!" she 
yelled. The company needed no further prompting as they all hid 
behind the armoured vehicles. 

It always took a few seconds to register what was happening once you 
rushed out a vehicle, and Xiaoli did just that: Behind her was the 
Meridian gate, which was the entrance to the Forbidden City proper. 
There were several snipers and machine gun posts set up on the 
Meridian gate, so evidently her back was secured. In front was the 
rear end of Tiananmen gate, quite a few hundred meters away, and it 
seemed that it was from on top of Tiananmen gate that the arrows were 
coming from, which meant that Tiananmen gate was in the hands of the 
enemy. The long courtyard between the two gates, however, was her 
primary focus, because from that gate to this there seemed to be 
nothing short of a tidal wave of armour clad warriors with shields, 
spears, banners... and a few giant green skinned monsters in the 
mix . 

After that things started to become a lot more obvious. The entire 
company opened up with their rifles, firing against the mass of 
charging warriors that came toward them. The main guns of the 
armoured vehicles opened up as well, mostly trying to focus on the 
larger brutish monsters. While the enemy in front of them had their 
shields raised to try and block the rain of bullets it had absolutely 
no effect as hot lead ripped through the inferior steel of the 
outdated warriors. 

It was around this time that armed men wearing black suits took cover 
alongside 8th company. The fact that they were here in Tiananmen 
square as well as their attire gave away the fact that they were most 
likely the President's guard. "About bloody time you assholes showed 
up! We had to evacuate the President and all the foreign dignitaries 
all by ourselves!" 

"If you're done complaining, could you tell me exactly what we should 
do now?" the captain yelled back. 

"Well as you can see we're a little bit stuck at the moment," the man 
in black replied. "The President and his convoy are en route to 
sanctuary and we have to hold off as much of the enemy as we can in 
this time!" He paused for a moment, firing a controlled burst at the 
incoming troop of armoured soldiers with his submachine gun. "And for 
some reason they're throwing everything they have at this exact 
location ! " 

The man's statement made Xiaoli 's heart sink. While they certainly 
had the advantage in firepower at the moment the enemy was getting 



closer and closer, devoid of fear. Every magazine she emptied into 
the faceless mob would fail to make even a dent in the ranks even 
though she could clearly see dozens of metal clad bodies dropping 
every second. It was like trying to stop a river with your bare 
hands... and with each passing minute her ammunition came closer and 
closer to dropping to nil. 

"We can't keep this up!" she said. "They're throwing more men than we 
have ammunition for!" 

"I know, damn it!" the captain said. "If we run out of ammunition 
we'll just have to pull back and try to close the Meridian 
gate ! " 

"That's it!" Lieutenant Li suddenly said, his face lighting up with a 
smile very unfitting for a warzone. "We should close the Meridian 
gate now ! " 

"What? I said _after_ we run out of ammunition. We should try to hold 
them off for as long as we can first... 

"No, we should do it now!" Li said again, with absolute certainty. 
"Sir, we should pull back, close the Meridian gate, then block it off 
using the IFVs ! " 

Both the Sun Beifeng and Yang Xiaoli considered it for a moment. It 
was certainly something outside of doctrine as they were taught, but 
then again doctrine didn't usually teach that they would be fighting 
against a swarm of armour-clad spearmen with ogres. 

"Al-right ! Everyone pull back!" the captain ordered. 

The company, as well as whoever else had been taking cover behind the 
IFVs all went back in through the Meridian gate, with the ZBD-09s 
following them last. Seeing this the armour clad warriors seemed to 
believe that victory was near, and so charged with even greater 
vigour while the snipers and gunners atop the gate tried their best 
to cut them down. As soon as the last IFV was through the gate the 
company pushed the old wooden doors of Meridian gate shut, and the 
IFVs carefully parked directly in front of these gates, sealing them 
off from the onslaught. 

It wasn't a moment too soon, either, as they soon heard the sound of 
bodies ramming against the doors of the gate, trying to smash it 
open. Interesting, considering the gate was historically considered 
the final line of defense of Imperial Chinese Empires. 

"First platoon! Second platoon! You guys go to all the other gates 
and make sure they're closed off as well!" the captain ordered, 
before sighing. "Well... it looks like we're playing things_ their_ 
way now . " 

Xiaoli, being peasant born and therefore not as well educated as the 
urban born Beifang or Zheng, raised her eyebrows. "What do you mean?" 
she asked, only to get an insulting look from Beifang. 

Lieutenant Li Zheng, a bit more tolerant than Beifang (if only a 
bit), smirked as he explained. "This is the Forbidden City. A palace 
surrounded by walls constructed in Feudal times. Our feudal enemy 
probably thinks that this makes the palace of extreme strategic 



importance, so they're wasting all their time and effort besieging us 
instead of chasing the President's convoy." 


As he explained to Xiaoli her face too began to light up with 
understanding. "So that's why they're all focusing on this specific 
location ! " 

"Took you long enough," the captain scoffed. "And now we're caught in 
the middle of a medieval siege, holding a medieval palace against a 
medieval enemy." 

"Exactly what the Japanese did at Edo castle during the Ginza 
incident, " Li Zheng chirped. 

"Tch... bloody race traitor..." 

For the rest of the seige the company more or less watched the mass 
of soldiers below them trying to use a battering ram to push through 
the Meridian gate, not knowing that each door was blocked off by a 15 
ton Armoured Fighting Vehicle. 

Not long after that the sound of helicopters could be heard, and they 
knew reinforcements had arrived. 

"The cavalry has arrived!" the captain cried. "Back through the gate! 
I want you all to push the enemy back to where they came from!" 

The Meridian gate was opened once again, having served its defensive 
purpose, and 8th company charged through. The feudal soldiers were 
already in the midst of a retreat as their advantage in numbers was 
now negated by Chinese reinforcements. Xiaoli ran, pausing only a few 
times to fire a few rounds at the fleeing backs of the enemy before 
chasing them all the way back through Tiananmen gate. 

After that it wasn't just 8th company chasing them: The People's 
Armed Police, attack helicopters, mechanised vehicles, tanks... the 
entire garrison of Beijing was brought to bear on the invaders, 
chasing them all the way back to the fantasy Gate they emerged 
from . 

"Beifang!" Xiaoli called, forcibly holding onto the Captain's arm to 
prevent him from charging too hastily. "What now?" 

"What do you mean 'what now'? We keep chasing them!" he said, as 
though it were an obvious fact. 

"But they've retreated to the other side of the Gate!" 

"Then we'll just chase them to the other side of the Gate!" with that 
statement Sun Beifang turned back at the rest of 8th company, and 
what seemed to be the whole People's Liberation Army. "Now, comrades! 
CHARGE ! " 

And in a mad stampede the People's Liberation Army swarmed through 
the Gate. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The second "Gate", as they are known, opened at the western end 
of Chang 'an Avenue a few hundred meters away from Tiananmen gate. The 



timing of it all was so spectacularly coincidental that many on the 
internet would brand it all a conspiracy of some sort.<p> 


Much as in Ginza, an army of tens of thousands had poured from the 
mysterious Gate. Unlike Ginza, however, the second Gate had appeared 
in front of a large military parade instead of a purely civilian 
district, at a time when Tiananmen square was most guarded albeit 
against small scale insurgencies and not an army of conquering 
medieval. Civilian casualties were minimal and the invasion force 
failed to make much progress before rapid response forces were called 
in to deal with the situation. 

And yet casualties were no less significant than they were in Ginza. 
While the Japanese civilians at Ginza, who quickly tried to evacuate 
from the scene during the incident, the Chinese parade troops at 
Tiananmen square were rushed forward to meet the opposition in hand 
to hand combat by overeager and under experienced officers commanding 
the parade groups. While their efforts would later be lauded as 
heroic, in reality they were acts of wasteful stupidity as the 
soldiers were quickly cut down by the invaders with better hand to 
hand fighting formations and drills. Unofficial estimates go as high 
as four thousand Chinese servicemen dead, and thousands more 
wounded . 

The true 'heroes' of the battle were the group of mixed unit soldiers 
that defended Tiananmen gate and the Forbidden city while the 
President and foreign dignitaries evacuated. Due to the nature of the 
invading army they quickly took the ancient palace as a priority 
target and attempted to overwhelm the smaller Chinese force in a rare 
instance of numeric superiority against Earth's most populous nation. 
The Chinese forces were able to hold their ground at the Meridian 
gate even after the President had evacuated. Stories of these 
exploits would soon go viral on Chinese websites, such that the 
entire incident would become known as "The Battle of the Forbidden 
City" . 


The immediate counterattack that ensued was something caused by the 
very same defenders of the Forbidden City. The Captain of the unit 
defending The Meridian gate called for the enemy to be chased to the 
other side of the gate, causing thousands of Chinese soldiers 
thirsting for revenge to rush to the other side without direction 
from the civil government. 

All of this, however, was outside of the plan of the Party. The Party 
loved ceremony. The Party craved stability. The Party demanded 
constant, complete control over any situation, because the Party 
needed 'face'. The incident that happened had turned completely ruin 
the plans of the Party, to literally reign in on their parade on 
live, international television. 

To say that the Party was shaken would be an understatement. With 
careful deliberation the state-run media went through all the camera 
feed that they had of the entire incident, and gathered together as 
many witness accounts as possible, before letting out a news report 
on the incident the following day. The news report would go on to 
embellish the Battle of the Forbidden City, to show the selflessness 
of its soldiers, to display (without exaggeration) the violent 
brutality of the invading army, and to assure Chinese citizens the 
Party's willingness and resolve to protect the people by making up 
stories of soldiers evacuating civilian spectators. 



The Chinese President Dong Dechou followed up these stories by a 
speech promising retaliation against the invaders. "China has always 
been a peaceful nation, " he said. "We do not seek war, and we will 
always prefer harmonious development over destruction. But the 
invaders had come to our land undeclared, causing devastation and 
shedding blood. While we are a peaceful nation, we are _not_ a weak 
one, and we are _not_ afraid to defend ourselves against imperialist 
aggressors . " 


US intelligence reports have, since that day, tracked that Chinese 
troop movements through the second Gate have continued on a non-stop 
basis, bringing to question whether the Chinese response was truly a 
defensive one. 


* * 


* 


><p><em>Day 0<em> 

_The New Capital of Sintan, Empire_ 

Zorzal El Caesar was not a happy man. In every way possible, life had 
taken a turn for the worst for him ever since the Japanese showed up. 
JSDF soldiers had beaten him over a slave... him! Prince Zorzal! 
Beaten over the likes of a slave! They had caused him humiliation. 
They had taken away the spotlight on the day of his crowning ceremony 
by placement of a head of a Flame Dragon in the capital, claiming to 
have slain it. Was Zorzal ' s crowning worth less than the head of a 
dragon? And after he had assumed control over the Empire when his 
father Molt had fallen ill the JSDF barged into the capital like they 
were strolling through a garden, freeing his treacherous bastard 
sister Pina. And then they had the gall to have her crowned as a 
'true heir to the thrown' under their father's name! 

He hated the Japanese. He swore to get revenge on them, to make them 
cry, make them bleed, make them beg forgiveness for having made a 
mockery out of him. But Zorzal wasn't stupid. No no... he was a 
clever man. He was a very clever man indeed. He knew that he couldn't 
stay in the capital, so he fled. The capital had proven to be within 
the reach of the JSDF ' s magic, so he fled Northeast, certain that he 
would find safety there. 

He wasn't alone, either. He was a charismatic leader, able to charm 
any reasonable person to follow his rule (not that he needed those 
that disagreed with him, such as the pro-peace senators... they were 
incompetent buffoons, and Zorzal had no need of them) . Even though 
Pina had faked her crowning in Italica and branded Zorzal a traitor 
to the Empire, Zorzal still had plenty of allies. 

A few of the Vassal states, for instance, especially ones that 
disagree with the values of the JSDF the most all gathered to 
Zorzal ' s banner. He had pro-war senators and generals, too, and that 
was all the counsel he needed. He had the vast majority of the 
Imperial army (what was left of it, at least, but conscripts could 
still be raised and mercenaries hired) . 

And he had Tyuule. 

The former bunny warrior princess, and slave of Zorzal. She was loyal 
to him. She wouldn't betray him, no... she was a good slave. 



Obedient. She knew her place. She had provided him with advice since 
before he had become the rightful crown prince, and she remained 
loyal to him as he sought his revenge on the Japanese. She was the 
one in fact that had informed him about the second Gate, west of the 
Rho river! Tyuule, a slave, had presented him with an opportunity to 
get back at the Japanese that none of the others brought him despite 
all their wealth and rank. 

With the JSDF most likely focusing their forces around Alnus they 
must have their homes undefended! So if Zorzal sends his loyalist 
soldiers through the second Gate, they would catch the Japanese off 
guard and be able to ruin them in their own homes! An excellent ploy, 
fitting of Zorzal ' s genius! The Japanese who brought him such 
misfortune will soon be paid back a hundred fold! This thought alone 
had allowed Zorzal to get some sleep in recent nights, no longer 
constantly hearing the echo of their weapons every minute. 

And if the JSDF pull out their troops to try and defend their 
homeland, then Pina will no longer have their support. Zorzal will be 
able to crush her and her fake government in Italica with ease, and 
he will once again be the sole heir to the throne. 

Now Zorzal was sitting in the courtroom of his new Imperial Capital, 
well rested and in relatively good spirits, and with Tyuule by his 
side. News had arrived from the forces sent to the second Gate to the 
west and he was expecting to hear good things in form or 
another . 

"Your Imperial Majesty!" the messenger began. Zorzal smiled. Every 
time someone referred to him as that it reminded him that, yes, he 
was the rightful ruler of the Empire now. "The forces that we had 
sent to the second Gate were..." the messenger hesitated, which began 
to sour Zorzal ' s initially positive mood. If he had good news, why 
was he hesitating to say it? "They were wiped out." 

"What ! ?" 

In an instant Zorzal ' s mood suddenly darkened. If this was the 
messenger's idea of a joke then he would be going home without eyes, 
ears or a tongue tonight. 

Zorzal wasn't the only one in the room surprised. The senators, 
generals and nobles in the room were all exasperated by the news. 
"What do you mean wiped out?" they cried. "We sent nearly fifty 
thousand troops to the other side! That's over half our forces!" "How 
could they have been wiped out? Are the JSDF ' s main forces not all 
centered around Alnus at this moment?" 

All their stating of things that he already knew irritated Zorzal. He 
didn't need them to say things he already knew! "Quiet!" he ordered, 
silencing the senators. Turning back to the messenger he asked 
quietly, though not at all gently. "You say our forces were wiped 
out?" 


"... Y-yes, your Imperial Majesty," was the answer. "Survivors say 
that they encountered an army on the other side numbering in the tens 
of thousands. They had managed to surround the enemy's palace before 
they were pushed back, but not without inflicting thousands of 
casualties to the enemy first." 



Zorzal digested the man's words very slowly. He was first enraged, 
that he had sent half his strength only for it to vaporise yet again. 
He was then shocked as he realised that the forces on the other side 
of the gate still had several tens of thousands of soldiers, meaning 
the soldiers currently around Alnus hill was only a minority of the 
enemy he expected. Finally he started to feel... less enraged as he 
processed the fact that his forces actually managed to score 
thousands of casualties. 

_That ' s right... _ he thought to himself. _The Japanese are a bunch 
that care for every human life, aren't they? They would beat me, an 
Imperial Prince, over the likes of a single slave girl! Now that they 
know that I can slaughter thousands of their own... why, they most 
certainly would fear me now!_ 

As he thought that he allowed a smile to creep back onto his face. 
"Senators!" he said. "This news may not be as bad as it may seem! We 
have managed to score casualties to the Japanese beyond what they 
have ever felt before! In fact, we may even consider this a victory 
of ours ! " 

The senators seemed divided to Zorzal ' s words, but he did not mind. 
They would all come to see the light of his words eventually. Before 
he could make further points, however, Tyuule suddenly spoke up. 

"Your Imperial Majesty, there seems to be another piece of news not 
mentioned, " she said. 

"Hmm?" Zorzal blinked. He then noticed that the messenger had yet to 
leave. "Well? Out with it." 

"Your Imperial Majesty, the forces from the other side of the Gate 
have since chased our forces back to our world and have commenced 
attack on everything west of the River Rho . " 

_So what? The JSDF had attacked pushed back Imperial forces to Alnus 
hill before. This is no different. We just have to drive them back._ 
That was what Zorzal thought at first, but he soon thought otherwise. 
"... Attacking everything?" he enquired. 

"Yes, your Imperial Majesty. Both lands loyal to you, and those that 
have turned to the traitor Pina in Italica." 

That struck Zorzal as uncharacteristic of the Japanese... no, they 
had always been too focused on human life, weren't they? They were 
the soft and sappy type like Pina, who wouldn't embark on aggressive 
ventures, and certainly wouldn't attack indiscriminately. Had the 
casualties Zorzal ' s forces inflicted struck a nerve on the Japanese? 
Had the Japanese decided to betray Pina? Or... 

. . . Were the ones on the other side of the second Gate not Japanese 
after all? In which case, had Zorzal opened the Gate to a wholly 
different world? 

All those were questions that he would have to answer another time, 
however. For now Zorzal would make the best of his situation. 

"Very well. If that is all you may leave," he said. With a bow the 
messenger then left the courtroom. Turning to the senators in the 
room, Zorzal once again started to stir up his loyalists. "Senators! 
This is indeed a blessing in disguise! For we have few forces or 



allies west of the Rho River streams! The treacherous lords that have 
forsaken the Empire and sold them out to the Pina and her Japanese 
puppet masters now suffer the consequences of their choices! Now, 
with the rebel forces weakened, now is the time for us to make our 
counterstrike on Italica!" 

With that the senators rose in unison, raising their fists in praise. 
"All hail Zorzal ! " they cried. "Zorzal! Zorzal ! " 

Yes... Zorzal will deal with Pina first, while she is still 
unprepared and most distracted. Who or whatever came from the other 
side of the Gates will come afterwards. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : Firstly I'd like to state that, unfortunately, 
writing Fanfiction for me is always a low priority hobby of mine, 
which means that the likelihood of this story coming to a satisfying 
conclusion is less than that of me making it to the Moon. Nonetheless 
I've started writing this story as a sort of a thought exercise at 
the very least.** 

**Now I'm sure you all know the number one question of the Gate 
series: "What if the Gate opened in XXXX?" and this idea was based 
off of that. At first it was going to be yet another 'Gate opens in 
another country' stories that many others have posted with much 
greater quality than I could ever manage but I eventually hit on an 
idea that I liked even more: What if, instead of the Gate just 
opening in another country... it happened after Japan's presence was 
already established in the Gate world?** 

**The next thing that I placed all my interest in was the idea of the 
Japanese and Chinese BOTH being in the Gate world. While I understand 
that the source material for Gate made Japan's SDF look a little 
sugar coated and other nations (including America of all nations!) 
look like self-interested malevolent states, I decided that at the 
end of the day some parts of it still would ring true. I mean... if 
the Gate were to open in any other country in the modern world, China 
would be the number 1 WORST country it could open in, because China 
has every incentive to just drop an entire army on the Empire and 

flood it with half a billion migrants and dig up all the resources. 

* * 

**Just imagine how much they would contrast! The JSDF slowly trying 
to bring democratic values to the Empire through their culture and 
soft power, while the PLA try to enforce socialist values through 
force. The JSDF holding a small territory and being mostly defensive, 
the PLA sprawling out as fast as they can. The JSDF being able to 
plan surgical strike operations capable of achieving their goals with 
minimum losses, the PLA being so large that it clumsily smashes 
through everything in its path. The JSDF coming from a small nation 
that is highly developed, needing little from the empire, the PLA 
coming from a large nation that is underdeveloped needing resources 
and land from the empire. The JSDF being seen as 'saviours' by 
everyone they meet, the PLA being seen as 'conquerors'.** 

**And all this isn't even getting into how the two nations would have 
to interact with each other, now that they're BOTH in the Gate world. 
There's some bad blood between the two countries (which I will try to 
keep to a minimum because I fear flaming up an internet argument) , 



and things could easily worsen if rapid Chinese expansion undoes 
everything the JSDF worked for. And how would the Empire take all 
this? How would the newly crowned princess Pina take this? How will 
the international community take this? It really gets the imagination 
flowing ! * * 

**Also, the civil war between Pina and Zorzal will be so much less 
one-sided if we toss in a third power.** 

**Anyway, I'll be throwing out a few 'pilot' chapters, and I'll only 
decide whether or not I'm motivated enough to keep writing after 
that . ** 


2 . Red Banners 

**A/N: So the first chapter ended up getting a lot more attention 
than I thought it would. . . while I had already finished this chapter 
before I posted the first one, I was originally going to hold this 
chapter off until I had completed the next one before posting. 
However, because of the fact that a lot more people are reading this 
than I expected I've decided to post this chapter up early so you 
guys get a better understanding of where I actually intend to take 
this story, and to get feedback on the most current content that I've 
written . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Day l<em> 

_Italica, Empire_ 

Even though the Empire lacked the instant communication network magic 
that the Japanese did there were still ways for news to spread faster 
than by horse. The messenger who now bear such important news 
presented himself in unceremonious haste in front of the 
Princess . 

"Your Highness, " the messenger reported. "An army of green has 
appeared to the West of the River Rho . They are advancing rapidly in 
all directions and are not heeding calls for truce." 

Princess Pina Co Lada, newly crowned heir to the throne of the 
Empire, rubbed her temples. Since she had been crowned the power and 
responsibility of the Empire rested in her hands. She had signed for 
peace with Japan and had started negotiating for co-operation between 
the two nations. 

So why? Why in the name of the Gods was this happening? 

"Are you certain of this?" she asked. She couldn't believe that the 
JSDF would make such sudden aggressive action without prompt or 
warning, especially not after having just signed a peace 
treaty . 

"Yes, your highness. As we speak the cities of Mordin, Gunsamir, and 
Holhoit have already fallen and countless other territories are being 
besieged . " 

_This couldn't be possible !_ Pina thought. _How would the JSDF even 



have gotten an army to the west of the River Rho in the first place 
without our noticing? Even with all their magic and wonders, to 
transport an army to the other side of the continent in utter silence 
should be beyond them!_ 

There had to be something that she was missing, some part of the 
situation that she didn't understand. First, though, she had to get 
in contact with the Japanese embassy, which was now stationed in 
Italica . 

"Very well," she said. "I will talk to the Japanese ambassador about 
this... hopefully we can find out what is going on." 

As she walked briskly towards the Embassy she kept going through her 
mind all the potential things that could've caused this. Did she 
offend the Japanese in some way? Was there some sensitive cultural 
difference that she didn't know about? Could it be worked 
around? 

Pina's trusted aide from the Order of Rose Knights, Hamilton, walked 
half a pace behind her. "Why is this happening now of all times?" she 
commented in exasperation. "Just after your coronation 

too ..." 

"Yes..." Pina agreed. "Just when our nation is plunged into a war of 
succession . " 

Speaking of which, Zorzal ' s loyalist forces had attacked territories 
that had sworn loyalty to Pina the very same day. Was this all just 
co-incidental timing? The worst possible situations happening all at 
once? 

When she got to the Japanese embassy in Italica she soon met with 
Kouji Sugawara, the ambassador. "Good day to you, your highness," he 
said with a polite smile. "I was just about to look for you." 

"Yes," Pina replied. "I think there is much that we have to talk 
about . " 

When they all sat down in the Japanese ambassador's office Pina got 
straight down to business. 

"I've been told by my informants that an army of men in green have 
been attacking settlements in the west," she stated. "I would like to 
ask for an explanation of this. Have we not just signed a peace 
treaty? " 

"Yes..." Sugawara said. His expression was one of evident conflict as 
he tried to pick the words best fit to explain to Pina. "The 
situation is not exactly one that we had expected, so I'm not sure 
how it should be dealt with myself. My higher ups are also confused 
at the whole predicament." 

"May I ask what that predicament is?" 

The Japanese ambassador paused for a moment, before laying out the 
truth. "A second Gate from this world to our world has 
opened . " 

Pina's eyes widened in surprise. A second Gate? But there had always 



only ever been one Gate atop the holy Alnus Hill, now occupied by the 
JSDF . "Another Gate from the Empire to Japan...?" she murmured. 


"Not exactly." 

Again, Sugawara ' s words took Pina by surprise. Was that not what the 
Gates do? Connect the two worlds? 

"While the second Gate does connect this world to our world, " 

Sugawara explained, "It does not lead from the Empire to Japan. 
Instead it has opened up in separate nation in our world. . . because 
of this I am unable to negotiate anything on their behalf." 

Pina had to consider Sugawara ' s told her very carefully. A nation 
separate to Japan being connected through a second Gate... that would 
mean she would have to make an entirely new set of dealings with 
entirely different people. 

"Could you tell me more about this... other nation?" Pina asked. If 
she were to deal with a new nation she would have to first gather 
what information she could from the ones that knew most about 
them . 

The Japanese ambassador sighed. Summing up a nation in a single 
conversation was most certainly a daunting task, not to mention that 
there ' d be room for bias when asked through the lense of the 
ambassador of another nation. Still, he made the effort. 

"They are a country neighbouring Japan, right across the sea to our 
west called 'China'. They are several times larger than us in land 
and population, but also far less developed, " he stated, starting 
with the facts. "I've had dealings with them in the past, and I 
personally have not enjoyed doing so, as our nations have very many 
disagreements . " 

Sugawara allowed Pina a moment to take account of what he said, 
before carrying on. "The way their country is run is... like a 
halfway point between the Empire and Japan. Those at the top will 
have absolute power, but they are not kings or nobles, and in fact 
their rulers ideologically believe heavily in equality. 

"China also runs heavily on pride and ceremony, and their government 
tries to maintain the respect of its people by trying to demonstrate 
strength and success. However, one of their ceremonies was 
interrupted by the opening of the Gate in their capital... from which 
they claim warriors from this world emerged, causing devastation. 
Because of this they justify their current invasion of Empire 
territory as an act of defence and vengeance." 

"But we never sent troops through the second Gate!" Pina protested. 

"I didn't even know that this gate existed until this 
conversation ! " 

Sugawara raised his hands to try and calm Pina down. "Yes, I know 
that," he said. "But the Chinese likely don't." 

"Then we must tell them immediately that this is all a 
misunderstanding, " Pina concluded. It was a very logical conclusion, 
since the entire issue was a misunderstanding. 



"Unfortunately things won't be as simple as that," Sugawara 
continued. "I've been told that the Japanese government has been 
trying to get in contact with their Chinese counterparts since the 
second Gate opened, but the Chinese have yet to reply. They have 
always been highly secretive, and currently do not seem interested in 
talking about the issue at all." 

"What if I met with their leaders personally?" Pina enquired. 

"Perhaps they'd be more willing to deal with the issue if we could 
talk over it face to face?" 

Sugawara nodded, agreeing with Pina's idea. "We will certainly try to 
arrange a meeting for you, since we already have embassies to China 
in our world. However, I cannot be certain how quickly I will be able 
to get you a meeting. In the meantime we shall see what we can do to 
try and reduce their expansion." 

"Thank you very much ambassador, " Pina said. With those concluding 
remarks she left the embassy. Not knowing how long it would take for 
the issue with the new foreign nation to be resolved, Pina decided to 
turn her attention first to domestic issues that she at least knew 
she had the tools for solving. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Day 3<em> 

_Fort Dulin, Kingdom of Dulin - A Vassal State of the Empire_ 

"Your helmet, my lord." The servant bent to one knee, holding the 
finely crafted ornate helmet out on a cushion. It was the piece that 
would complete the armour set of Lord Birge of the Enric clan. Armour 
that had passed down generation to generation of the Enric clan, 
forged from the finest metals in the Empire and blessed by elven 
magic to be capable of fending blows from any blade. 

Birge took the helmet, not even bothering to glimpse at the servant 
beneath him, and placed the helmet over his head. 

"To the battlements!" he said. His guard around him cheered. They all 
thirsted for battle, unlike the weak pro-peace senators of the 
Empire. The Kingdom of Dulin was one that had proven itself in battle 
time and again. The walls of Dulin had withstood even the mighty 
armies of the Empire a century ago, securing Dulin a position as an 
independent allied state of the Empire instead of being annexed 
completely, and also allowed it to stand firm despite being 
surrounded by forces that had sold themselves out to the false 
government in Italica. 

Birge stood tall on the towers of the keep watching over the fields 
to the West of the fortress. The upstart enemy, the so called 'army 
in green' (the name that Gate worlders call the JSDF) had not even 
surrounded the mighty stronghold of Dulin, yet they were already 
trying to make an assault. Was this the enemy that so many in the 
Empire had feared? Was this the army that defeated the Imperial army 
when it marched through the first Gate? The army that decimated the 
United Armies at Alnus and forced the rightful crown prince Zorzal to 
flee the capital? 


The proud lord laughed. "Look! They do not know even the basics of 



warfare! They march upon us without formation!" His guardsmen beside 
him laughed. They too found their enemy amusing. How in the world did 
they expect to besiege the impregnable Fort Dulin like that? Dulin 
had archers, catapults, and mages stationed all across its walls and 
legions of soldiers guarding its gates. This would be like fighting a 
child ! 

Or so Birge thought. The laughter of his soldiers had only just 
reached its height when Birge saw a sudden flash in the distance, 
like the glistening of metal weaponry but a hundred times brighter, 
followed by a single arrow of light fly up into the sky. He watched 
it, and eventually the laughter around him died as his guard watched 
it with him, murmuring, trying to make sense of the curious 
sight . 

Then there was another flash. Then another, then another. Moments 
after that Birge heard thudding sounds, like what he would hear when 
a servant dropped a sack full of flour faraway in the kitchen. Birge 
did not know that this was the same reason that people would first 
see lightning before hearing the thunder (the knowledge that light 
travelled faster than sound was not widespread in the Gate world) , 
nor did he need to. Eventually he saw the air filled with the arrows 
of light... and then the arrows of light drew nearer and nearer to 
Fort Dulin, their whistling growing more and more audible, until they 
eventually landed. 

What followed was a deafening roar, the likes of which Birge had 
never heard before. The first arrow had landed on the Fort barracks, 
bursting into a ball of fire upon impact. As soon as the fire cleared 
Birge saw that the barracks was gone. The only trace of it having 
ever existing were smoldering piles of wood and rock. 

"What in the name of...?" he began to say, before the second arrow 
landed. Then the third and forth. Birge had seen his fair share of 
combat in his day, and knew the sight of hailing arrows... but this 
was no such hail. It was like the Gods themselves were punishing him 
for his hubris. 

"My lord!" one of his guard called to him. "It is dangerous out here! 
The enemy somehow have us within their range!" 

But Birge would have none of it. "Where else should a Lord of Clan 
Enric stand but atop the keep amidst the siege!?" he cried. "We have 
nothing to fear! The walls of Fort Dulin are impenetrable!" 

It was as he said this, however, that he began to realise that the 
Gods might truly be punishing him for his hubris. The iron elephants 
at the front of the army of green began roaring, throwing fire from 
their snouts and spitting more of the arrows of light against the 
stone walls of Dulin. As a few of these bolts of light hit the 
mountainous walls of Dulin they suddenly burst: Like a watermelon 
smashed by a warrior's hammer the walls blow open, the archers and 
catapults on top of the towers thrown off like leaves falling before 
Winter . 

One hole after another was created in the wall that Birge had been so 
proud of. Not even a half hour had passed in this siege and the 
Fortress walls of Dulin were already smashed open. 


"H... how can this be?" he said. 


"How can this be!? How can this 



be ! ? " 


The army of green, having seen the opening created, now rushed 
forward with their footmen. Their iron pegasus in the sky began 
flying forward to start their sortie. 

"My lord!" his guard cried yet again. "You must get to safety!" 

"No! I am the Lord of Clan Enric, and I will not step down from a 
fight!" he raised his hand, signaling the remaining archers and 
mages . "Fire ! " 

The archers and mages, in spite of their confusion and wavering 
morale, did as ordered, firing at the iron pegasus above them. In 
horror they watched as their arrows bounced off the bottom of the 
iron pegasus, not even slowing them down. Their acts of defiance 
seemed to instead only gain the irritated attention of the flying 
beasts, who turned towards them to spit more flame and death upon 
them. 

The army of green then flooded through the breaches of the walls, 
slaughtering Birge's legions with their magic staves. Their iron 
elephants rammed through the gates, causing the disciplined and 
trained phalanx of spearmen to break and flee. The soldiers in their 
green uniforms swarmed up the walls and towers, killing all of 
Birge's soldiers with unbelievable swiftness, and replacing the flag 
of the clan Enric with their own banners of red. 

Red... those flags of red lord Birge saw atop his towers. Just as 
these warriors in green fought in ways he didn't understand, their 
flags were of simplicity that Birge had never seen. It didn't take 
very long for Birge to understand the meaning behind those flags 
though. They were red... all red. These flags were all reddened, 
symbolising the blood spilt by these soldiers in green. 

It was at this time that Lord Birge finally realised he wasn't a 
warrior fighting a war. He was the hopeless farmer trying to defend 
his crop from a horde of locusts... infinite, unbeatable, all in 
green, swarming over him faster than he could react. 

His guard no longer listened to his complaints. They merely grabbed 
him by the underarms and dragged him down the stairs of the keep. "We 
must evacuate!" one of them said. "The fort is about to fall!" 

"... How has it come to this...?" Birge murmured. The shock of his 
enemies had finally beaten down his confidence. "Fort Dulin, taken in 
less than an afternoon!" 

As he and his guard clambered down the stairs their armour rattled. 
Birge looked down upon his armour, to the crest on every piece. The 
family crest of Enric had always been one of victory, and now he had 
suffered defeat. What would his predecessors think of him? 

When the group finally evacuated down the stairs and out into the 
courtyard they were brought to an abrupt halt. They found that their 
flight had taken place too late, as the entire area around the 
courtyard was filled with the warriors in green with their horseless 
chariots and bright red flags. They all had their magic staves 
pointed at the group, and the guard knew that if they made any 
attempt to resist now that they would all die without any 



glory . 


Birge threw aside his guard. They were useless now, since the enemy 
could kill him as easily as they breeched the walls. The fact that 
they stood here meant that they wanted to negotiate, and Birge ' s 
intricate armour easily identified him as the commander of the 
Fort . 

It was then that a few of the people in green stepped forward, 
allowing Birge to get a good look of the soldiers that had brought 
down the stronghold of his clan. The first two, Birge could tell, 
were evidently soldiers. While they wore no armour other than their 
helmets, they were both tall men who held their long magic staves 
like they were ready to kill. The third, however, struck Birge as 
nothing short of bizarre: She was a woman, and she wore a uniform 
that was a pure dark green instead of the having patches of brown and 
grey like the soldiers, and instead of a helmet she wore wide sort of 
hat with a black peak and a red insignia. Despite seeming less of a 
warrior than the other two the rest of the soldiers seemed to give 
her a wider berth, showing that she was most certainly some sort of 
authority figure. 

_A woman as an authority figure in the military ?_ Birge thought. _ 
These men in green seem to be just like the mad stories Princess Pina 
went on about. _ 

The trio stopped in front of Birge, and the two sides stared at each 
other in silence for a moment. The two men in green then started 
talking amongst themselves in some sort of foreign language, one that 
Birge found to be most grating with its sing-song tones. The woman, 
however, kept staring right at him, as though challenging him to 
speak . 

_Very well ._ 

"I am Lord Birge or the Enric Clan," he said. "Ruler of the Kingdom 
of Dulin, and commander of this keep. The walls here have never been 
breached until this day. I congratulate you, warriors of Japan, for 
breaching these walls." 

"... Not..." the woman suddenly spoke up. It took a while for Lord 
Birge to realise she was speaking the tongue of the Empire, though 
with poor pronunciation that mirrored her own sing-song language. 

"Not . . . Japan . " 

This struck Birge as a surprise. Was there some sort of 
misunderstanding? Did he mishear? Did the woman merely choose the 
wrong words? In any case, it didn't matter who he was defeated by. 
Birge was still defeated. 

"Regardless," he continued. "I admit that your army of... red 
banners, " he tried to identify them by their most iconic trait, "Has 
bested me. The clan Enric tastes defeat for the first time since it 
came to rule Dulin." Birge hesitated for a moment, struggling to 
force down his pride to make out the words. "And I am willing to 
negotiate peace between my Kingdom and your... nation." 

The words felt foreign to Birge' s mouth, and they left a bitter 
taste. He hated that he had to resort to this, but the more he 
thought about it the more he realised that he really had no other 



choice. _It seems that Princess Pina was right and Zorzal was 
wrong... _ he noted internally. _Such a fool I have been, for 
following Zorzal and pursuing war._ 

"State your terms," he said, finally. 

The two men in green began to talk once again, most likely asking the 
woman to translate what he was saying. She took a brief moment to 
reply to them, before turning back to Birge. For a moment her iron 
cold face twisted into one of confusion. It dawned on Birge that he 
was discussing terms with someone who had not yet grasped his 
language, and that negotiations would slow as a result, but 
eventually the woman found the words. 

"You... here... king?" she asked. Birge nodded. The woman then 
frowned, as though the fact that Birge admitted to being ruler of 
Dulin displeased her. "You... not king." 

This caused Birge, as well as his guards behind him, to pause in 
confusion for a moment. "What are you talking about? I am king here. 

I am Lord Birge of the Enric clan, ruler of this land of 
Dulin." 

"No..." the woman said sternly. "Not king. Not king." She repeated it 
a few times, before trying a different word. "Ab... adbi . . . 
abdicate?" she pondered the word for a minute, before nodding to 
herself, pleased with her (atrocious) pronunciation. "Abdicate." 

At first Birge thought she was joking. Then he thought she had used 
the wrong word. Finally, though, he realised that this woman in front 
of him was dead serious. 

"You can't demand that!" he yelled, his pride and temper once again 
resurfacing. "I am the rightful ruler of Dulin! The head of clan 
Enric has always ruled over Dulin! Clan Enric' s history dates longer 
than that of the empire!" 

The woman was evidently unimpressed by his reply. She raised her arm, 
and in her hand she held a small black object to Birge 's head. 
"Abdicate, " she repeated. 

"You! You insolent whore!" Birge cried as he reached for the sword in 
his sheath. "How dare you talk to me like that! Even though you're a 
woman! I'll cut you in ha-!" 

His words were cut off when a thunderous crack came from the small 
black object in the woman's hands, and Birge stood there, stunned. 

His eyes dropped to the floor beneath him, and he saw on the ground 
below his feat: The ornate helmet, forged from the finest metals and 
blessed by elven magic, capable of fending blows from any blade was 
cracked in half. Once again the Gods had punished Birge for his 
hubris . 

Birge looked back up at the woman in front of him. The small black 
object was now pointed to his bare skin, and if she were to cast her 
thunder spell a second time then it would be his head that cracked 
open. Once again the woman repeated her foul word. "Abdicate." 


His pride was now completely in tatters. He clenched his fist and 
grit his teeth, weighing his options of ultimate humiliation, and 



instant death. 


"... Fine..." he finally said, seething in rage. "I renounce my title 
of Lord and Head of Clan Enric, ruler of Dulin..." he glared up at 
the woman in green standing in front of him. "You may select the new 
ruler of clan Enric as you wish." 

The woman raised her eyebrow. "New king...?" she asked. "No. No 
king . " 

"What . . . ?" 


"No king," she repeated again. The woman had a knack for repeating 
the things that Birge wanted least to hear repeated. "No king. No 
slaves. All equal. All peasants." 

Birge ' s eyes widened at her words. The shock and fear caused by the 
of the army of green cloth and red banners was nothing compared to 
the weight of the woman's words. Was she truly suggesting that _all. 
nobles of Dulin were to be stripped of their titles... that all 
people in the land were... _equal?_ 


Birge could stand it no longer. The woman in front of him was 
humiliating him beyond reason, and demanding him to suffer a fate 
worse than death. To be equal! To have all his family equal to the 
slaves and peasants! To have their title, granted by the Gods 
themselves, stripped and cast aside to be made _equal_ to 
_peasants !_ 


"No!" he cried. He feared death no longer, for he knew that the 
Goddess Hardy would be just on his soul for dying to defend his noble 
right against this... this _heresy_. "Enough! Enough of your 
condescension! I will see you dead at my feet where you belong you 
_wench ! "_ 


Once again Birge raised his sword, and once again he heard the 
thunderous clap. He felt the sudden pain in his skull as it was 
pierced and split open. He heard the other soldiers in green cast 
their own flame magic, slaughtering the men beside him. Birge ' s 
vision began to blur red. 

Red... just like the banners. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Nothing travels faster than misinformation, with the exception of 
bad news. It didn't take long before the armies that emerged from the 
western Gate became identified not just as an army in green, but as 
"The Army of Red Banners". Rumours about their actions spread like 
wildfire, and unlike rumours about the Men in Green, rumours about 
the Red Banners were quickly believed. . . because they were not all 
positive . <p> 

The Army of Red Banners would arrive like a swarm of locusts, 
engulfing entire cities in their wake and causing unspeakable levels 
of upheaval. Where ever they went they would free slaves, force 
nobles to abdicate, and execute slave owners without reason. In many 
ways their ideals seemed similar to the Men in Green from Japan, yet 
they were much more brutal, which meant they were feared. It also 
made it, somehow, easier to understand them. 



Where the Men in Green would seem so impossibly nice that Gate 
worlders would wonder if there was an ulterior motive, the Army of 
Red Banners came in for two very simple things: Land, and change. 
Anyone that prevented the Army of Red Banners from getting land or 
change would swiftly be dealt with by the inquisitors of Red Banners, 
often in the name of their incomprehensible religion of 
"Socialism" . 

The only thing understood about this incomprehensible religion is 
that there is an emphasis on equality. Slaves and nobles, elves and 
ores, men and women were expected to be equal in the Socialist 
religion. While the Japanese Men in Green also preached equality, 
they had always tried to explain it to Gate worlders in terms they 
would understand. The Red Banners, however, would enforce equality at 
gun point. 

The final thing about the Red Banners was that, unlike the Men in 
Green who would often stop, the Red Banners kept going and going. 

They consume one town after another in their limitless hunger for 
land and change, and it was expected that they would consume the 
whole continent west of the River Rho before long. 

Fear of the Red Banners was not limited to the nobles and slave 
owners, however. Servants and slaves alike also feared the Red 
Banners and the violent change that they would bring. Without nobles 
or slave owners the servants and slaves would not know how to 
allocate resources or where to get food. As such, the Red Banners 
were soon increasingly considered to be a flip side of the coin to 
the Men in Green. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Day 4<em> 

_Gate from Ginza to Alnus_ 

Itami let out a long, heavy sigh. "In the end I didn't get to buy a 
single doujin at the convention..." he complained for the fifth time 
in a row. "Even though I used up the rest of my annual 
leave ..." 

Sitting in the Toyota High Mobility Vehicle beside and behind him 
were the three reasons that he failed to meet his doujin convention 
goals. Reason 1 was a demi-goddess , reason 2 was an elf, and reason 3 
was a mage. These were things that would have probably made his otaku 
desires go haywire a year or so back, but now they were getting in 
the way of his doujin needs. 

"Look on the bright side though..." Rory Mercury, the ever smiling 
demi-goddess, said. "It seems like things will get much more 
interesting once we're back at Alnus . " 

"That's right, dad," Tuka the elf said in agreement. While she 
already knew that Itami wasn't her real father she still called him 
such out of habit. "Princess Pina has been crowned as the heir to the 
Empire . " 

"Ah, that's right..." Itami said. "When was her coronation day 
again? " 



"Three days ago. 


"Huh... looks like I missed it..." was all Itami said about the 
matter. "Just like I missed the doujin convention... for two years in 

a row ..." 

"I'm not sure that really compares..." Tuka noted wryly. Not that 
anyone really minded. Itami was the way he was and they were all used 
to it . 

Lelei, the mage, remained silent for the whole ride. Studious as ever 
she insisted on driving back to Alnus so she could improve her 
driving skills, and refused to break concentration from that 
task . 

For the rest of the leisurely ride through the Gate and into Alnus 
the group would continue to jestingly engage in banter. While it 
wasn't exactly three days at the doujin convention Itami did admit 
that he didn't really mind these group drives, if only because he 
knew that they weren't in mortal peril. 

As soon as the vehicle stopped in Alnus, however, the fun and games 
stopped. The whole of Recon Team 3 was gathered outside the barracks, 
evidently ready to mobilise. 

"Yo guys," Itami said, casually. "Why's everyone out here? Is 
something up?" 

"About time you got here! "First class sergeant Shino Kuribayashi 
said, her arms crossed impatiently. "Where have you been for the past 
three days?" 

"Did you make it to the doujin convention?" Third class sergeant 
Takeo Kurata asked. "Did you get all the series I asked for on the 
list?" 

"Sorry Kurata," Itami smiled apologetically. "Couldn't get a single 
one . " 

"Are you all seriously talking about your otaku hobbies at a time 
like this?" Kuribayashi began to rage. Evidently there was something 
that Itami didn't know about. 

"Okay, really guys... what's happening?" Itami asked. 

"What? Haven't you been following the news at all?" Kuribayashi 
asked, to which Itami could only shake his head. 

Second in command. Sergeant Major Kuwahara Souichirou, laid the 
situation out for him. "A second Gate has opened to the western side 
of the continent, and it leads to Beijing, China. Because of some 
sort of confusion the Chinese are marching all the way through the 
Empire as fast as they can on what they brand as a retaliatory 
expedition, and the entire garrison of Alnus has been tasked of 
intercepting them." 

"Hah? Isn't that a little extreme?" Itami said. "I mean telling us to 
go against the Empire is one thing, but going to war with another 
country from our own world?" 



"Not quite," the Sergeant Major continued. "We've been ordered to 
avoid conflict, and to merely discourage them from advancing further 
until the governments are able to talk to each other and clear the 
misunderstanding. " 

"Sounds like a bother..." Itami groaned. Nonetheless he could see 
where it was all going. He turned back to the girls in the car. "All 
right. Time for you all to hop off." 

"Oh? Why would we hop off?" Rory asked with a coy smile. 

"That's because..." Itami started to say before he stopped himself. 

He realised that regardless of what he said Rory would follow along 
anyway . 

Looking at Tuka it was obvious that she was much the same, and when 
he glanced at Lelei she stoically stated, "I still want to practice 
driving . " 

Knowing that there was no way of winning the argument against the 
three girls Itami just sighed and scratched his head. "Looks like 
it's going to be a cramped ride..." 

For a whole day Recon Team 3 drove, with Itami having to put up with 
Rory using some excuse to sit on his lap while Kurata watched him in 
envy. The convoy came to a stop late in the following morning, 
though, and Itami stepped out of the vehicle, with the rest of the 
team doing the same. Taking his binoculars to make sure they had 
indeed stopped for a good reason he stared at the dirt being kicked 
up in the distance. 

"Red flags flying high on top of armoured fighting vehicles, " he 
stated. "Looks like we've found them and they've found us." He turned 
back to the girls who were from a fantasy world. "Now remember girls, 
these guys are from the same world as Japan, but are a whole 
different country. Try to play nice." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : One of the things I dislike the most about writing 
fan fiction is the fear that I'm portraying the characters of a work 
out of character. This is an issue that I've never gotten over, 
really, and results in me preferring to use only original characters 
instead of using the cast of the source material. I can't entirely do 
that for this fic, so you'll have to bear with me on that.** 

**I've ultimately decided to go for a exaggerated portrayal of the 
Chinese army, because in my opinion writing the PLA like the way they 
are in reality 100% would be very boring, because they wouldn't be 
different enough from any other modern army. Instead I've made the 
PLA a lot more political than it is in reality, and have heavy 
backsliding into Maoist era socialism (at least the Political Officer 
corps will be more socialist. Not sure if the rest of the army buy 
into Party lingo though) . If I really had to justify it then I'd just 
say the story is set in the near future/alternate world where China 
is more ideological than it is in our present day world. I don't 
believe this would be too much of a stretch, since the Party is 
certainly tightening civil liberties in recent years.** 



**Also, I've decided to make the Political Officers of the PLA to be 
more like stereotypical commissars of the Soviet Union appearance 
wise, going into battle wearing a peaked cap and officer uniform 
rather than a helmet and camouflage. I did this to make them more 
identifiable, since they're going to be the big embodiment of the 
Party's will, and I need to make it obvious when a Political Officer 
is talking when in the perspective of Gate worlders.** 

**Also, I'll have to be making up a lot of fantasy sounding names 
from now on. They're absolutely terrible and I know it, but I really 
don't have a lot of options to work with here.** 


3. Harmless Misunderstandings 

**A/N: So this chapter is a lot longer than I thought it would be. 
There's simply too much culture clash to sort through, and I fear I 
get myself lost in a lot of the details which kills off the pacing. 
Please let me know if I'm taking too long to get on with the plot, 
because I know it's * *_* *highly* *_* * intimidating to face against 
paragraph walls of text and tiresome if it bears no relevant 
content . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Ever since the second Gate opened in Beijing the Japanese 
government had been worried. The entire politics of the Gate world 
changed in an instant. Where before Japan was able to deal with the 
Empire however they liked, the linking of China to the same world 
meant that they could no longer take things slowly. The matter was 
made significantly worse by the secretive nature of the Chinese 
government . <p> 

The entire area around the Beijing Gate was shut down, barred from 
civilians or the media, so it was never quite clear to the Japanese 
exactly how much Chinese activity was going on in the Gate world. The 
Chinese Communist Party also did not publish any of their 
achievements on the other side of the gate in public, meaning that 
Japan's primary source of information on the matter were through the 
Italica government of the Empire under Princess Pina. Relying on this 
information, however, would be a terrible mistake, because in the 
time it would take to collect enough information to understand the 
situation the People's Liberation Army would have long seized control 
over the whole continent. 

The Japanese government repeatedly called for dialogue with their 
Chinese counterparts at absolutely any and all levels, but were met 
with a wall of silence and bureaucratic shrugs. "We will have to 
schedule a meeting another time" fast became a political in joke in 
Sino- Japanese embassies. 

Without sufficient information nor able to open up dialogue with the 
Chinese, the Japanese civil ministry was at a loss of what to do. In 
the meantime the JSDF began to seek more drastic measures: It would 
send the majority of its troops stationed around Alnus to establish 
an extensive perimeter as far as west as they can, in order to halt 
the rate of the PLA's expansion. The JSDF was betting on the PLA 
wanting to avoid a shooting conflict between the two nations, as such 
a conflict would spill all the way back to Earth. The fate of two 
worlds now rests in the balance... a dangerous wager to place. 



><p><em>Day 5<em> 


_Dirt road, somewhere between the Kingdom of Dulin and the Rho River, 
Empire_ 

"You didn't really have to shoot that Birge guy back in Dulin, did 
you?" Zheng asked. He was one of the more squeamish members of the 
company, and didn't really enjoy watching Xiaoli's political 
executions. "I mean... he actually admitted defeat. He'd already 
swallowed much of his pride... I'm sure given time you could have 
reformed him." 

"Given time, yes," Xiaoli replied. "But we don't have time." 

"Mum's right," Beifang said. He had taken increasingly to calling 
Xiaoli 'mum', saying because she was just as fussy as a mother was, 
and it was becoming her company nickname. "We're currently in a war 
of mobility. We have to settle all engagements as quickly as possible 
or we'll lose our number one advantage over our enemy." 

"Actually I'd say we have a lot of other advantages against our enemy 
than just mobility..." Zheng commented, but his voice trailed off by 
the end. It was rare that Instructor Yang Xiaoli and Captain Sun 
Beifang agreed with each other, and when they did it was a bad idea 
to argue seeing they were the two highest authority figures in the 
company . 

Beifang took out a map, one salvaged from a city they liberated named 
Holhoit five days ago. Since then they'd travelled as fast as the 
ZBD-09s could take them for the past five days they were now out of 
the scope of the map. "Did anyone manage to grab a map back in Dulin? 
Because I have no idea where we are right now." 

"Sorry sir, but we had to give them all to recon battalion." 

The captain immediately cursed. He was never happy when other units 
got toys when he didn't. "Recon battalion... useless!" he said. "They 
have all the bloody maps and yet we're the ones at the front of the 
whole brigade doing the scouting!" 

"Hey captain!" the driver of the ZBD-09 suddenly called. As he did so 
the vehicle slowly slid to a halt. "We've got a situation. Might want 
to hop out . " 

"What the hell is it now?" Beifang complained as the company exited 
their transports. 

Xiaoli turned to look at the road ahead and soon found out why the 
convoy had stopped. A hundred or so meters in front of them were four 
green HMVs from the JSDF and about a dozen JSDF soldiers blocking the 
path. At the forefront of them, though, were three of the most 
peculiar girls that Xiaoli had ever laid eyes upon. 

"Alright," the captain said. "Let's go talk to the Jap devils. See if 
we can get them out of the way without shooting them all dead 
first . " 



Beifang made his way towards the Japanese group, with Xiaoli and 
Zheng beside him. They weren't exactly frightened that the JSDF would 
open fire, since the JSDF only had a dozen soldiers, while 8th 
company had hundred plus ZBD-09 IFVs . 

"Hey Race Traitor... you speak Japanese right?" 

"Yeah. Learnt it mostly from anime . " 

"Great. You're the translator." 

The trio stopped, meeting with the front of the Japanese side. Xiaoli 
saw the three girls in detail, now: The first girl was wearing a 
Victorian styled black dress and wielded a massive halberd, and she 
had a smile on her face that made her look like an excited teenager 
showing off her cosplay outfit. The second was a girl with pointy 
ears and wearing a surprisingly normal looking white T-shirt and 
jeans. The last was a young girl wearing robes and holding onto a 
staff, looking somewhat like a homeless girl that took care of her 
clothes. What little expression she had on her face was curiousity at 
most . 

The two parties made brief introductions. Zheng turned to the Captain 
and Instructor, explaining, "This is Captain Itami Youji of the JSDF 
Recon Team 3, Rory Mercury the Apostle of Emroy, Tuka Lana Marceau 
the elf, and Lelei La Lalena the master mage." He paused for a moment 
before adding, "These people are quite famous, actually. Itami Youji 
is a much decorated hero in the JSDF, and the rest of them are quite 
known for their power." 

"That's great," Captain Sun Beifang said dismissively . "Now tell them 
to get out of the way." 

Zheng hesitated before translating. He likely worded it in a much 
more polite way than what the captain wanted. 

Itami Youji, the JSDF man, was the one to reply. He spoke in a 
relaxed tone, scratching his neck awkwardly as he did so, making it 
seem as though he was not taking the situation very seriously. 

"He says that we shouldn't advance beyond this point," Zheng 
translated . "That this whole thing must be some sort of 
misunderstanding. " 

"A misunderstanding? Yeah, they misunderstand all right, " Beifang 
seethed. "Let me spell it out for this Jap _punk_: Tell him we're the 
forefront of the advance. Tell him we have an entire _mechanised 
brigade_ behind us! That several hundred tanks, armoured vehicles, 
and helicopters come through this road regardless of whether they 
want us to or not! Tell them that we have the_ ENTIRE 38TH ARMY GROUP 
OF THE PEOPLE'S LIBERATION ARMY_ backing us up! And we will NOT be 
stopped by a ^FASCIST JAPANESE ROADBLOCKJ " 

"Beifang. Go back to the car." Xiaoli stepped in, knowing that this 
was definitely _not_ a situation to let Captain Beifang handle. "Let 
me handle this." 

The captain looked at Xiaoli 's statement with shock and rage, not 
believing his ears. "Let you handle this? I'm the company 
commander ! " 



"Combat commander, " Xiaoli corrected. "You are in charge of the 
company for combat operations. However, this is most definitely a 
political matter, and I as the political instructor of the company 
have the final say here. Now be a good boy and go back to the car or 
I will shoot you." 

Beifang remained furious, but he had seen plenty of times that Xiaoli 
was someone that carried through with her threats. Turning around 
with a grumble he turned back to the IFVs, sulking as he stumbled 
back. Despite the harshness of the conversation. Captain Beifang was 
ultimately just a spoiled child that got angry whenever he didn't get 
what he wanted and would cower in the face of a good scolding, and 
the Political Instructor found it amusing. Li Zheng noticed too, 
grinning and commenting, "Nice one, mum, " and the rest of the company 
behind her seemed to be trying hard to hold back their 
laughter . 

Xiaoli turned back to the matter at hand. She may have prevented the 
captain from starting a shootout with the Japanese, she did so only 
because she knew she couldn't shoulder the burden of watching an 
international war between industrial states break out. By no means 
did she respect the Japanese devils any more than Beifang did. 

"What is it that we've misunderstood?" 

When Zheng finished relaying what the Political Instructor said he 
was met with a response from the elf girl Tuka instead. Because she 
was the political officer of the company Xiaoli was in charge of 
relations between the PLA and locals, meaning she had to quickly pick 
up a few words from the language of the Gate world. Having a 
rudimentary knowledge of the language she could easily discern that 
Tuka was not speaking the local lingo at all, and was instead 
speaking Japanese. She made a mental note to herself that the JSDF 
were already assimilating locals into their imperialist gains. 

"Your army has been attacking cities without reason and killing 
innocent people, and that's wrong!" was what Zheng translated her 
words to. 

"Attacking cities without reason? Impossible. We are a peaceful 
nation that values harmonious development above all, and we would 
never engage in acts of aggression. We are only striking back at the 
aggressors that had invaded our lands first. We certainly wouldn't 
kill innocents as you claim we do." Xiaoli spoke the Party line. As 
Zheng translated for her she noted that his tone was not one of 
enthusiasm or confidence, but of boredom, as though he disagreed with 
Xiaoli, and thereby disagreed with the Party... Zheng (as well as 
other members of the company) would have to be re-educated when this 
was over in order to affirm their loyalty to the Party and to modern 
Socialist ideology. 

"Heh...?" Rory Mercury, the girl dressed in black smirked at her. 

"You say you don't kill the innocent, yet I smell the aroma of 
freshly spilt blood in you all." She pointed at Xiaoli as she said. 
"You in particular... I can feel that you carry the stench of cold 
blooded murder in you." As she talked she looked Xiaoli straight in 
the eyes, and for the briefest moment the political officer felt a 
cold chill run down her spine... there was _something_ about this 
girl that seemed off to her. Fortunately Xiaoli was able to keep her 



fear from showing on her face... or she hoped she did anyway. 

The tension was suddenly cut by Itami, who barged his way into the 
staring contest. He spoke with a certain degree of nervousness and 
chuckled at the end of his words. Zheng, who began to exchange words 
with them, spoke with a similar degree of nervousness. He then turned 
back to say, "With all due respect Captain, Instructor, but I do 
think we should try to avoid conflict here." 

"Right," Xiaoli agreed, breaking eye contact with Rory. "In any 
case... if they think we have misunderstood then ask them how they 
intend to clear up this misunderstanding. 

Zheng nodded, relaying the Political Instructor's words to the 
Japanese side. After some discussion between Itami and the others of 
his party, including a few of the JSDF soldiers behind him they came 
to a conclusion. 

"They say that they could take us to the Princess in Italica, " Zheng 
translated their reply. "It'll be about a day's drive from here, and 
we can talk the issue over in person. However, they'd like for our 
forces to hold position first." 

Xiaoli considered the proposal, weighing her options carefully. She 
could take them up on the proposal at the trade off that the entire 
Liberation Army grinds to a halt. This would be _far_ outside the 
purviews of Xiaoli 's powers of decision making as a company level 
political instructor. On the other hand, if she didn't take them up 
on the proposal then the PLA would have to try and bulldoze through 
the JSDF ' s lines, starting a third Sino- Japanese war. She was caught 
between a rock and a hard place. 

She chose what she hoped to be the lesser of two evils. "Very well," 
she said. She then radioed back to the vehicles (since she was the 
political instructor she was the only person other than the captain 
with a radio set) , "Beifang? Tell the entire Brigade to halt their 
advance . " 

After a long silence, the radio crackled to life with a reply. Sun 
Beifang then said in a mockingly high pitched voice, "Ooh, I'm so 
sorry. That's a _combat_ command. You're the _political_ officer. You 
don't have the final say in making _combat decisions. _So _nyeh_. " 
This was promptly followed by audible laughter from the entire 
company of soldiers behind her, as well as Lieutenant Li Zheng trying 
hard not to laugh himself. 

_Okay . . . I admit. That was pretty funny. _ Xiaoli thought to herself 
as she shook her head. _I'll let him off the hook this time._ Putting 
the radio back to her mouth she asked nicely this time. "Would it 
help if I said please? Or would you rather I just shoot you?" 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Day 6<em> 

_Italica, Capital of Pina's faction. Empire^ 

In the course of the past five days Princess Pina had learnt as much 
as she could of the people that had come from the second Gate, 
hailing from the nation of China. She learnt from Japanese the 



ambassador and his books as well as from rumours that had spread. She 
had learnt many things about them, or felt she did for someone who 
had never dealt with anyone from the nation before. However, as much 
as she learnt she had never had the opportunity to get in contact 
with Chinese diplomats as they had been ignoring all attempts to open 
up dialogue with the Japanese as mediators. 

She was therefore surprised when she was told that soldiers from the 
PLA (or 'Red Banners' as the Gate worlders came to know them) will be 
coming to Italica to meet with her. While she had certainly wanted to 
have the opportunity to clear up misunderstanding with the Chinese 
people, but the stories she had heard of the Red Banner Men were... 
less than ideal. Their armies would attack settlements without 
warning or discussion, and they would preach their socialist religion 
wherever they went, causing massive devastation and upheaval. 

And now she was being led by Koji Sugawara to the talk face to face 
with them. She took comfort in the fact that she wasn't alone, 
fortunately. She had Hamilton with her as her loyal aide as usual, 
and ambassador Sugawara would be able to mediate between their two 
cultures . 

Sugawara stopped in front of the meeting room, and he gestured 
towards it. "They are waiting on the other side of this door, your 
highness," he said, before he turned away and made to leave. This 
caused Pina to take a step back in surprise. 

"Are you not going in?" Hamilton asked on behalf of the princess, 
wondering the same thing herself. 

Sugawara stopped and smiled at that. "My apologies, but they've 
specifically requested not to have Japanese mediators in the 
meeting..." Sugawara then gave the door, or rather what was on the 
other side of the door, a menacing glance. "And I doubt that I would 
be very... enthusiastic to mediate." 

With that the Japanese diplomat left, leaving only Pina and Hamilton 
to go into the meeting. Already Pina was starting to feel 
increasingly uneasy. 

_It ' s fine... collect yourself, _ she said internally. _You've handled 
meeting with the Japanese before... back then you were less prepared 
than you were now._ Quietly gathering her confidence Pina stepped in 
through the door. 

She was then met with the sight of three people. The first two were 
men wearing a green uniform similar but not identical to that of the 
JSDF ' s combat uniform, although with noticeably less gear. The older 
of the two men wore an impatient scowl while the younger one had a 
sly grin. The third was a woman, who wore a different uniform. It was 

similar to the uniform that Pina had seen many of the Japanese 

ambassadors wear, but a dark green instead of black. It was an easy 
jump to believe that this woman had a role separate to the other 
two . 

After Pina had had enough of a study of the three in front of her she 
smiled at them, doing her utmost to be civil and welcoming. "Good 
afternoon," Pina said to them in Japanese. She didn't expect them to 
be able to speak the language of the Empire since they had only been 

through the Gate for a few days. The Japanese had taken a fair while 



to get a grasp on their language and vice versa. "Please, be seated. 
We don't have to talk standing up." 

The three Chinese people wore varying degrees of surprise to Pina's 
display of Japanese language skill, and Pina felt an immediate sense 
of pride swell up in her. _They did not expect me to be able to speak 
the language of their world, _ was what she thought. _Surely this puts 
us on better terms than where we would otherwise have to start. _ 

Her moment of personal triumph was quickly shattered, however, when 
the older of the men started to talk in a loud evidently irritated 
tone. As much as Pina tried, however, she could not discern the 
meaning behind his words... they sounded instead like garbled 
singsong noises. "I'm... sorry, I don't think I understand..." she 
said, maintaining her composure. 

It quickly dawned on Pina, however, when the three Chinese people in 
front of her began discussing amongst themselves in that same 
guttural chant that they weren't speaking Japanese at all. Nor were 
they speaking the language of the Empire. Instead they were speaking 
a new language entirely, just as they hailed from a different nation 
entirely. Why did she not think of this? 

_Because in our world all people, be they Empire citizens or not, 
elves, ores or humans, almost everyone has been taught to speak the 
common language of the Race. . ._ was the reason. _ So I automatically 
assumed that people on the other side of the Gate would all speak 
Japanese 

As she was about to ponder alternative options, however, the younger 
of the men started to speak to her in clear, deliberate Japanese. 
"Apologies for my colleague's outburst. We are merely surprised that 
you speak Japanese," he said with a smile. "I congratulate you on 
your language skills." 

"No no, not at all, " Pina said modestly, trying to salvage the 
situation as best as she can. "I apologise for assuming that you 
could all speak Japanese, but I did not know of any other working 
language we could use." 

"I talk... your language," the woman dark green suddenly said in the 
Imperial language. Her pronunciation was very poor, borderline 
unbearable, but still comprehensible to Pina. "Talk more... then talk 
better . " 

Pina and Hamilton exchanged a glance. Her Imperial language skills 
were definitely far, far worse than their Japanese was, but at the 
same time it would be impolite to decline now that she had offered. 
They nodded in agreement, and both parties sat down on opposing sides 
of the table in the room. 

"I am Princess Pina Co Lada, heir to the throne of the Empire, 
daughter of the Emperor Molt Sol Augustus." She gestured to her aide 
beside her. "And this is Hamilton Uno Ror, my confidant and trusted 
friend, and one of my Knights of the Rose Order." 

"It's a pleasure to meet you," Hamilton said, nodding her head 
respectfully . 

The woman in dark green nodded in response. "I... Yang Xiaoli. 



_Political Instructor She used the a term in her foreign tongue 
which Pina didn't understand, before referring to the two men beside 
her. "Sun Beifang... __Captain._ Li Zheng, _ Lieutenant 

Pina hesitated before turning to the younger man Li Zheng, returning 
to Japanese. "I'm sorry, but she uses terms that I don't 
understand . " 

"She says that I am the lieutenant, and that Sun Beifang is the 
Captain." He paused before saying, "I do not know how to translate 
the term ^Political Instructor_. . . it means she is the representative 
of the Party . " 

'The Party'... Pina had heard of this term before in the rumours. It 
referred to the Gods that the Chinese Socialist religion worshipped. 
It was not quick to deduce after that that _Political Instructor 
meant 'Religious Preacher', but of what rank Pina could not discern. 
What Pina couldn't understand, however, was the need for a religious 
preacher to be present at a diplomatic meeting. In any case, though, 
Pina must make a good impression in this first meeting... her first 
impressions with the JSDF were what had brought her so many ties with 
the nation of Japan, after all, so Pina knew that understanding of a 
culture could start from the most unlikely places. 

"I thank you all for coming today," she said, turning now to discuss 
the issues that she most needed to discuss. "In particular that you 
have come in peace. I have tried many times to get in contact with 
your government through the Japanese embassy but with to no avail." 
She made sure to speak slowly so that the Religious Preacher Xiaoli 
could follow. "The forces of your nation have marched through the 
lands of the Empire with unprecedented swiftness, and while I applaud 
the strength of your warriors I must ask you to stop." 

Pina gave the Chinese some time to discuss her words amongst 
themselves. The Captain Sun Beifang spoke with a harsh tone 
contrasting to the softer Li Zheng, while the Preacher Yang Xiaoli 
pitched in few sentences at all. Eventually the Preacher, speaking in 
Imperial, replied. "No. Your... 'warriors' attack China first. We 
attack back. Is... normal." 

"I have heard of this attack," Pina said. "And while I express my 
grievances, I do not know of this occurrence and I strongly believe 
that the Empire is not responsible." 

While she gave them another pause to discuss, the Preacher did not 
translate this part for some reason. Instead she continued alone. 

"Not responsible?" She asked in a way that made it hard for Pina to 
tell whether she didn't understand her words, or if she wanted Pina 
to elaborate. To cover her bases Pina decided to answer for both 
instances . 

"Yes. Not responsible. I mean that we did not send our soldiers to 
attack your nation. This must all be a misunderstanding. It is highly 
likely that this attack was caused by someone else." While Pina 
wasn't certain who it was she could narrow her guesses down, and 
Zorzal seemed most likely. "I hope that our two great nations may 
quickly work over our misunderstandings in peace, and work on finding 
the aggressor together." 


The Preacher turned back to discuss with her two colleagues, before 



turning back. " You say... someone else attack. Who? And you say 
'peace'... stop fighting, yes? Why we agree?" 

They were simple questions, covering very complex issues. As best as 
she could Pina tried to explain the situation, with Hamilton pitching 
in to cover any gaps in her story. She told that she wished for peace 
between the Gate world and the world that the Japanese and Chinese 
come from, for mutual co-operation between all these great nations. 
She explained that she was only recently crowned as heir of the 
Empire, a title that her brother Zorzal claimed, and the ensuing 
civil war. She told them that Zorzal was of an aggressive mind, and 
wanted to reignite war between Japan and the Empire. Most likely 
Zorzal had somehow found out about the second Gate and believed that 
it would lead to Japan, which is why he would have sent an army to 
the other side. 

"As for the peace that I would ask for, " Pina said. She thought long 
and hard about what was reasonable considering the situation. "I 
request that your soldiers return the land that it has conquered. We 
understand if you wish to maintain a defensive area around the Gate 
as the Japanese have done in Alnus, but the remainder of the 
territory we would like returned. In exchange I assure you that we 
will bring the traitor Zorzal to justice, and we will pay reparation 
for damages that he has done." 

Before Xiaoli began to translate, however, she raised an incredulous 
eyebrow. "I... don't understand. You explain again?" As Pina did so, 
trying to use simpler terms, Xiaoli 's eyebrow only raised further. 
When the Preacher finally did translate Pina's words Sun Beifang 
started barking in laughter and the softer toned Li Zheng began to 
chuckle, as though they took Pina's proposal as a joke. It was very 
clear that the answer was 'no'. 

_They ' re a lot harder to deal with than the Japanese... _ Pina thought 
internally . 

"Your highness, these people are being very rude, " Hamilton said, 
barely concealing her fury at their disrespect. "We aren't getting 
anywhere with them..." 

"We have to keep trying." Pina collected herself for a moment, 
asking. "What part of what I said did you disagree with?" 

"You say you not attack... but true? Not true? 'Proof'... is proof 
right word? You have no proof. You say 'Zorzal' attack you, attack 
us. But is true? Not true? Still no proof. And we not give you back 
land. We take it... _liberate_ it," once again Xiaoli used one of her 
foreign words. "You can't take back. Red Banners strong. Red Banners 
stay. You pay us... 'reparations', we stay. If you say yes, then 
peace . " 

Pina hesitated. She realised she was definitely in no position to 
bargain with an army from across the Gate. She had been hoping that 
the Chinese would be extremely lenient on the Empire, like Japan was, 
but it turned out that they were just as demanding as the Empire 
itself. "How much land do you already control?" Pina asked. She had 
to weigh her losses if she had to sign to such an onerous peace. 


The Captain and Lieutenant started to discuss the technical limits of 
their holdings, pointing across the map, drawing lines with their 



fingers. Despite the inexact nature of what they indicated, however, 
they would repeatedly end up gesturing the whole of the Western 
Desert, the lands just west of Rondel and down to the River Rho . When 
they settled on the approximate territories Xiaoli merely translated 
their words, confirming Pina's fears. 

"That's a third of the Empire!" Hamilton cried. "We couldn't possibly 
acquiesce to that! It would spell the death of the Empire!" 

Pina stared at the map in shock. Hamilton was right. It was the 
entire western section of the Empire... although over half of the 
territory there was valueless desert, there was still a good sized 
chunk of Empire citizenry and vassals in the area they were claiming. 
Not only that, most of those were areas that had sworn loyalty to 
Pina when she was crowned. . . if these territories were lost then her 
hopes of bringing Zorzal to justice were greatly 
diminished . 

"Princess Pina, we really don't have to listen to their heretical 
nonsense any longer! It doesn't matter how powerful the Red Banner 
Men are, we can't just let them take all our land!" Hamilton began to 
scream vigorously. "Milady, I'm sure if we asked Sir Itami, the JSDF, 
Rory Mercury and the others then we can take back our land!" 

"You think we are afraid? Afraid Japan help you? You think... Japan 
strong... Japan save you... but Japan small... China big. China 
strong. Red banners strong. Red banners take land fast. We are not 
afraid. _You_ are afraid." 

"You're bluffing... you're bluffing!" Hamilton insisted. "Even if you 
have an army ten times the strength of the Men in Green, we have the 
Apostle of Emroy on our side!" 

Pina felt goosebumps rise in her skin, as what Hamilton said was 
_truly_ a bluff. While they had admittedly fought on the same side as 
Rory Mercury before there was absolutely no guarantee for them that 
the demigoddess was willing to help them on a whim. 

While what Hamilton said was intended to shock Xiaoli she instead got 
a puzzled reaction. "A... post... le?" she repeated. 

"Yes!" Hamilton asserted. "The Apostle of Emroy, Rory Mercury!" 

"I hear Rory Mercury... 'Apostle of Emroy' many time... What does 
'Apostle' mean?" 

"An Apostle is a servant of a... Greater power," Pina explained. She 
replaced the word 'God' with simpler terms, fearing that Xiaoli might 
not understand that term either. "They do as the Greater Power wills 
them to do, and they bring the will of the Greater Power to 
mortals... err... common people." 

Xiaoli nodded in acknowledgement, adding a new word to her library. 

"I serve The Communist Party, and bring the Party's will to... common 
people. Am I... Apostle?" 

That came as another surprise to Pina. Was she talking to an Apostle 
this whole time? An Apostle not of this realm, but from the land of 
China? Was 'The Communist Party' the God of the Socialist temple, and 
Xiaoli in front of her not a mere religious preacher, but an Apostle 



to a God of a land vast and superior to both the Empire _and_ 

Japan? 

"N... no way..." Hamilton said, refusing to believe it. "No... 
Apostles are able to kill anyone as they please! You're just a 
religious preacher!" 

"I kill," Xiaoli affirmed. "Kill many people before. Kill people who 
don't believe the Party. Kill many kings. Can kill you now if I 
must... but the Party would not will that right now. Kill you now 
will embarass the Party." 

Both Pina and Hamilton had their doubts about the situation. It was 
likely that they merely explained poorly and Xiaoli had 
misinterpreted their words. On the other hand... what if she wasn't 
bluffing? What if she really _was_ an Apostle? And if she wasn't, 
would Rory Mercury truly be willing to help them? Would the JSDF? 

Even with their help, would they win against the Army of Red Banners? 
Could Pina afford to take the chance? 

"In any case..." Pina said, trying to regain control over the 
negotiation. "I believe your terms to be excessively onerous. We 
truly have done you no ill, and it is unfair that you punish us 


"Then find proof." Xiaoli said it in a matter of fact tone, as though 
she were asking them to prove they could perform acrobatic moves. "If 
you have proof that you are innocent then we will come back and talk 
more. You say yes and we have peace. You say no and we have 
war . " 

And that was all she would say on the matter. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The ceasefire negotiated between the Empire and the People's 
Republic of China was a contentious one, leaving neither party 
satisfied with the result. The Empire was to pay reparations to the 
Chinese, and ceded most of their territory to the west of the 
continent, giving up a third of their land as a result. This would 
prove devastating to the Empire's economy as much of their population 
and resources are signed away, while the remainder was strained into 
repaying war reparations for a devastating conflict which they didn't 
even start. The position of the crown Princess and rightful heir to 
the Imperial throne, Pina Co Lada, was drastically weakened as a 
result, and the possibility of her winning the war of succession had 
gone from that of an almost certain victory to an almost certain 
defeat. While the negotiation had left off with the term saying that 
Pina's loyalist government in Italica would be let off if they could 
find proof that they were innocent, this had now become something of 
an impossible task as the true perpetrator, Zorzal, now had a 
considerable lead in strength. <p> 

For the Chinese side the treaty was no less distasteful. Many people, 
especially those within the military, believed that they got out much 
less than they could have in the deal. The PLA could have easily 
conquered the entire continent before the end of the month if they 
weren't stopped by the peace deal, and many believed that the 
interception by the JSDF had been only a bluff... the JSDF had only 
one division over the Gate, after all, while the PLA had a whole Army 



Group. Many also felt cheated by the proviso, fearing they would lose 
the 'modest' gains that they had should the Imperials somehow produce 
proof of their innocence. 

To the Communist Party, however, what was contentious was less so the 
terms of the treaty, but rather the context of it. The entirety of 
the ceasefire was negotiated by the likes of a company level 
political instructor, Yang Xiaoli, who had operated _far_ outside her 
jurisdiction. She had single handedly caused her entire Brigade to 
hold position instead of advancing, had agreed to meet with the 
Imperialist government without permission, and had drawn up and 
signed for a peace agreement with the Empire without consulting 
anyone else, all while claiming to represent the Party. The audacity 
of her actions were something that began to echo all the way up the 
Party's structure, and there was widespread internal debate as to 
whether her actions should be punished as insubordination or 
celebrated as quick diplomatic thinking that de-escalated tensions 
between China and Japan. 

Regardless of what Party members thought, however, they found her 
ceasefire agreement to be binding as the terms were quickly published 
by the Japanese media with Yang Xiaoli 's name and photograph 
supporting it. If the Party tried to refute the treaty as void now 
they would risk losing face in the international community, so 
instead the Chinese state-run newspapers were soon instructed to also 
publish the ceasefire agreement, but they censored all information 
about the political officer who signed it. Almost immediately 
afterwards the Chinese embassies responded to their Japanese 
counterparts, now stating that they were willing to go over the 
specifics of the ceasefire agreement with the Pina's Italica 
government . 

The PLA was ordered to immediately stop their eastward drive, and 
began now to consolidate the ground that they gained. Chinese workers 
were soon sent through the Gate in order to commence massive 
' reconstruct ive aid' projects, something which Japan and America 
quickly criticise as a Chinese migration project. It wasn't long 
before they also began to claim that the PLA was committing various 
rights violations in their held territories of the Gate, which the 
Chinese government constantly denied. 

At the end of the day, whatever anyone said did not matter. What 
mattered was that all parties now spoke with words instead of 
weapons. Conflict was avoided. Blood no longer needed to be spilt. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Date Classified: Reset to 0<em> 

_Forest to the West of the Mountain Range of Ice and Snow, 

Empire_ 

Brunus seethed with rage as he ran, but he still kept running. He 
knew he couldn't outpace the centaurs but he knew the land better 
than they did, meaning he could cover ground quicker, at least for a 
while. Further ahead they would reach open ground, meaning the 
centaurs would be able to ride him and his pack down... or what was 
left of his pack anyway. Brunus had to face them now while he was 
still in relatively advantageous ground. 



"Fenri ! Yugos ! " he yelled for his left and right hand wolf men. "You 
two take a quarter of the pack each and lie in wait in those two 
thick shrubberies there! You know what to do!" After he had finished 
his instructions he did not turn back to see if they complied. He 
didn't have to. Doing as the alpha said was simply how the Silver 
Tail Pack worked. The plan was simple: The centaurs will chase 
Brunus, not keeping track of how many Brunus had with him. Fenri and 
Yugos will let them pass before lurking after them, then hitting them 
from the sides and behind. They attack with speed and shock, then run 
away before the centaurs can retaliate. Hit and run... get the enemy 
and don't let them get you. A tried and true tactic that the Silver 
Tails had used since the dawn of time. 

He stopped. This was where he made his stand. His fellow wolfmen 
stopped with him, and they all turned, ready to face their foes 
without fear. He could hear the rumbling of their approach, their big 
clumsy hooves causing the ground to shake beneath Brunus ' s feet. 

_Dumb brutes... _ was what Brunus always thought of them. _They liken 
themselves as so enlightened, yet they're always lacking in subtlety 
when it counts. _ 

The centaurs, while unable to gallop at full speed in the thick of 
the forest, were still able to catch up to Brunus very quickly. The 
group of about a hundred or so was only a portion of the main force 
as the centaurs could hardly fit their full tribe into the confined 
space so quickly. They raised their curved sabres and lowered their 
long lances, charging at him like a blind herd. . . exactly as Brunus 
predicted . 

"NOW! " 


As soon as Brunus gave the signal, and perhaps even a split second 
before he did, his ambush trap sprung as Fenri and Yugos leapt out at 
the unprotected flanks of the centaur mass with a dozen fellow 
wolfmen with them. They cut at the centaurs with their much more 
flexible short swords, jumping to and fro to avoid being caught by 
their larger enemies. In a few short seconds they had already cut 
down a good twenty centaur warriors, and before the centaurs could 
turn they scattered while taking few casualties of their own. 

The centaurs halted their advance, dazed. The suddenness of the wolf 
pack attack had caught them off guard (as it always did) and they now 
did not know which direction to charge in. With their main advantage 
lost, Brunus now initiated a charge himself. "Forward my brothers!" 
he said as he once again went into full sprint. He pulled out his 
dual swords and picked a target that looked most vulnerable. The 
centaur at the front was foolish enough to be looking away when 
Brunus was charging, most likely still trying to recover from Fenri 
and Yugos ' s ambush... and now he'll pay for his mistake. 

Brunus made his first slash at the centaur's legs, dodging to the 
side as the bulky creature fell down before following with a 
finishing blow to the side of the chest. He jumped back after that to 
see if he had another opening... another centaur that was off guard. 
He saw one that was being engaged by one of his subordinate wolf men, 
meaning the centaur would not be ready for Brunus ' s strike... and 
when Brunus did strike the centaur was truly unprepared, as Brunus 
tackled the horseman by the neck and slid his blade against the 
centaur's throat. 



Having taken down two enemies in a row Brunus got back to once again 
check if there was an opening... but this time there was none. His 
centaur enemies were now facing his pack group with their undivided 
attention, meaning they would not be surprised by Brunus for a third 
time. Knowing better than to be greedy Brunus broke off his attack, 
and without needing instruction his brethren followed suit. 

Once again the centaurs tried to charge at his group... and once 
again they were struck from the flanks... and once again the wolf men 
would break off before the centaurs could retaliate. The pattern 
retreated for another three or four times before the centaur group 
wavered and fled. 

"Do we chase them, Brunus?" Fenri asked. Brunus shook his head. It 
was a bad idea to push prey too far. . . fear was a great motivator 
after all, and Brunus didn't want to fight the centaurs any more than 
he had to. 

"They outnumber us still." It was as he said that that Brunus began 
to hear a second set of hoofbeats approaching. "And it appears they 
have more to come." Brunus turned to assess his pack. Only about 
fifteen members left, including himself. The week had worn the Silver 
Tail Pack down to its very last legs... and there was nothing Brunus 
could do. 

_Run first... _ was his thought. He had to continue fleeing. He 
couldn't just let his pack die off like this. He took for the route 
that would be most difficult for the centaurs to go through. 
"Scatter!" he ordered. "We will meet at the caves!" 

His pack did as he instructed. The centaurs wouldn't know where the 
caves were, so it would be up to the individual strength of the 
wolfmen to shake off the pursuers... it shouldn't be hard considering 
that centaurs didn't like to chase in small groups. He had faith in 
the capabilities of his pack members... 

So Brunus ran. He ran and he kept running, with the sound of the 
clumsy half-horse-half-men behind him. He would turn left and right, 
taking trails that were concealed to the poor senses of the centaurs, 
snaking his way through his native forest. He did this for several 
minutes, getting closer and closer to the caves... but as he did so 
he started to feel dread. The centaurs weren't getting shaken off. 
They were somehow tailing him the whole time, even though he was 
taking paths almost impossible for him to take. What was he to do 
now? He was almost at the caves and he hadn't shaken off his 
pursuers. He had led the centaurs to the cave! He had betrayed his 
pack ! 

Only... his pack wasn't there. 

Brunus stopped in front of the caves. He had told his pack members to 
meet here, and had wasted so much time trying to lose the centaurs 
behind him. So why was he the only wolfman here? He didn't have time 
to figure out the answer, though, as his pursuers had caught up to 
him, and quickly had him surrounded. 

From their encirclement one of the eldest centaurs stepped forward. 
Brunus recognised him as the leader of the centaur tribe. He didn't 
recognise the centaur by name, but he knew that this was the man 
responsible for the attacks on his pack. He recognised him because he 



wore a coat over his armour, woven from __silver wolf tails. _ 

"Well what have we here?" the centaur said. "The crafty alpha male 
Brunus Silver Tail, finally outsmarted. Your skin will make a fine 
addition to my... collection." 

Brunus pointed to the centaur and cursed. "A thousand deaths to you! 
You drive us from our lands and kill our women and children to use 
their _tails_ as trophies!" He brandished his dual swords menacingly, 
causing many of the centaurs to take a few frightened steps back. 

They knew that a wolf cornered is a wolf dangerous, and Brunus would 
take more than just a few of them out before he went down. "Come at 
me, horseman! I have no fear of death, as I know my brethren will 
avenge me ! " 

The centaur suddenly burst into laughter. "Your brethren? Ha! It 
seems you are nowhere near as clever as they say you are! Did you 
truly not notice? Why don't we take a look at what your __brethren_ 
think of you now!" 

The centaur stepped aside, revealing the figure standing behind 
him... a man with silver wolf ears and tail... 

"... Y... Yugos...?" Brunus said, his heart sinking at the 
revelation. Brunus had never considered it before. The Silver Tail 
Pack was a tightly knit pack of brotherhood and loyalty... they would 
never betray their own! And yet, it all began to make so much sense 
to Brunus. How else were the centaurs able to find the Silver Tail's 
encampment deep in the forest? How were they able to track the Silver 
Tail's pack movements? How did they even find their way to the cave? 
Someone had led them every time, and that person was Yugos. 

"You betray me? You betray the _pack_!?" he screamed. "Why!?" 

"The Alpha of a wolf pack is decided by who is the strongest. To 
become the Alpha I must first get rid of the strongest." That was 
Yugos ' s reason, and as he said it he showed no remorse. 

That was it? To become the leader? The alpha of the Silver Tails? For 
a reason as petty as _that_ he would betray his entire pack, letting 
hundreds of his friends and family get slaughtered to become 
accessories for a centaur king? 

Brunus couldn't bear it. He was beyond angry. He wanted to see 
justice. He wanted to see Yugos _pulverised_ for his treachery, and 
the centaur lord dead with him. Without saying another word Brunus 
lunged forward, no longer checking if he had an opening. Now he only 
cared about hurting. Hurting Yugos and the centaurs, and avenging his 
pack members . 

One of the centaurs on to the flank trotted forward to try and 
intercept Brunus, but Brunus was far more agile than any centaur. 
Showing he wasn't the alpha of his pack for no reason he easily 
swerved around the centaur's lance, charging only at Yugos. Brunus, 
consumed with rage, only saw Yugos ' s face suddenly twisting into fear 
and regret as he brought his swords down to his skull... and after 
that, it all began to blur. 

Centaur warriors charged at him left and right but he managed to 
dodge each one of their strikes, ducking and weaving through gaps 



between them to get closer and closer to the centaur lord who wore 
the tails of Brunus ' s pack around his neck. 

_I'm not going to make it..._ Brunus realised. _There ' s too many 
centaurs... he's too far away. _He finally gave into despair, and 
began to welcome death, hoping that it would be kinder to him than 
the world has been. 

And then a miracle was born. 

Brunus was brought out from his state of senselessness as the 
centaurs around him started to fall like grass being blown down by a 
gale. All around him they fell dead by some invisible reaper. 

"What? What is happening?" the centaur king demanded. As the 
invisible force of death drew closer and closer to him he began to 
fear for his own life... but despite being the leader of the centaur 
tribe he was not spared from his fate. He too dropped dead with the 
other centaurs. Within seconds Brunus was the only one left standing, 
amidst a pile of corpses. 

Silence reigned for a minute, with Brunus wondering what had 
happened, only to be broken by the sound of human men, creeping out 
from the shadows. 

_I did not hear these humans... _ Brunus thought to himself. _They 
must have approached me while I was busy focusing on the 
centaurs 

Eventually the human men surrounded Brunus as the centaurs once did. 
They did not, however, appear to regard Brunus as an enemy as the 
centaurs did. They wore peculiar clothes... a mix of grey and green 
colours that made them blend into the trees and rocks around them. 
_Camouflage! _Brunus noted in surprise. _These humans understand the 
value of camouflage !_ 

It was the first time Brunus had ever seen a group of human warriors 
that tried to blend into their backgrounds instead of wearing 
colourful and distinguishing armour. This fact alone allowed Brunus 
to quickly piece together that these human warriors (Brunus assumed 
they were warriors) were much stronger than any being he had seen in 
his life short of a demi-god, and that they were most likely the ones 
that had killed the centaurs. Which also meant that they saved his 
lif e . 

"I... thank you, strange warriors," Brunus said. "You have come to my 
aid in a time where even my most trusted allies have betrayed me... I 
am in your debt . " 

The men exchanged a few glances with each other, and then began 
speaking to one another in a strange, mushy accented language. 

Finally one of them turned to Brunus and spoke to Brunus in an 
intelligible manner. "We watched you fighting... you fight well even 
though they had more warriors." 

"You watched me?" Brunus asked. While he felt proud to receive 
praise, he wasn't expecting to have been watched. "For how 
long? " 

"Since you order Fenri and Yugos to attack your enemy from behind, " 



the man said. That was certainly a long time to be watching Brunus 
for him not to notice. Such mastery of stealth was something Brunus 
had never expected from the likes of humans. The human speaker 
continued. "You show strength," he said. "You run fast. You show 
clever thinking. You show bravery." 

With each quality that the man listed Brunus felt a simultaneous 
swelling of a sense of accomplishment as well as embarrassment for 
displaying his skills to an observer he didn't anticipate. 

"We saved you because of your strengths, " the man said. "We may need 
your strength to help us. But we cannot let anyone know we are here, 
so if you do not help us we cannot let you live." 

Brunus followed the man's words. He could potentially be following a 
man whom he just met in order to do tasks that he didn't know about. 
If his last pack had betrayed him so easily then these strange men 
could betray him just as easily, if not more so. On the other hand, 
Brunus was only alive at all because of these men, and he could tell 
(by sixth sense if not by seeing the ease in which that they took 
lives) that his life would end the instant he refused. 

It was an obvious choice that did not even require wit or deep 
consideration to tell which was the correct answer. Brunus bent to 
one knee as he gave his answer. " I have already said that I am in 
your debt. My life belongs to you now. I, Brunus Silver Tail, swear 
loyalty to you and your pack. You may use me or discard me as you 
wish . " 

The man in camoflage smiled back, evidently pleased with Brunus ' s 
decision . 

"And I, Alexander Zhurov, welcome you to the Guard Spetsnaz 
Brigade . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : Long chapter, so there will be a lot for me to talk 
about . * * 

**I think this chapter is what really cuts out the Chinese characters 
the most, in the first scene especially. Sun Beifang would be the 
proud warrior commander that believes too strongly in patriotic 
Chinese propaganda (who is secretly just a big spoiled kid) . Yang 
Xiaoli would be a party-line diplomat that relies on bluffs and 
intimidation, making her the 'face' of the group (who is also, you 
know, delusional and believes her own bullsh*t) . Li Zheng, meanwhile, 
I think would be someone that simply doesn't buy into propaganda, be 
it pro-Socialist or pro-Chinese nationalism, and realises that both 
his superiors are crazy. ** 

**I've cut the armed conflict despite only being three chapters into 
the story because I had to find **_**some**_** way of making the PLA 
not just bulldoze the entire Empire. Besides, the focus of this 
fanfic is not so much "CHINA STRONK" or any real military emphasis, 
but rather the political effects of introducing newer, bigger powers 
than Japan. If you think about it the Gate series itself was 
structured so that it focused less on combat and more on 
social/cultural effects after the battle at Italica. Besides, we 
already know that a modern army could stomp a medieval one into the 



dirt and if you wanted to read about those you could just go to the 
other fanfics on this website and I assure you that their combat 
scenes will be much better than whatever I can depict.** 

**0n the final scene: I really couldn't resist this one. I don't 
know. I wrote it all out on a binge, and I had the idea in my mind 
for a while now. I originally wanted to keep the identity of the men 
in camouflage secret to reveal at a later date but then I realised I 
wouldn't have anywhere else to reveal it. Yes, the third Gate has 
opened in Russia without any major fuss, and without a full scale 
invasion of Imperial soldiers through it first.** 

**I also liked the scene because it pushes far away from the human 
focused writing that I've done so far, focusing instead on a 
localised conflict between warrior wolf-men and centaurs. By wolf-men 
I'm talking more about people that are part wolf part men, like bunny 
girls and cat girls, not werewolves who transform at full moon. I 
don't know... just hard to imagine werewolves going around in a 
wolfpack, which was an important trait I wanted to have in Brunus ' s 
personality. And as for the Guard Spetsnaz Brigade, I kind of made it 
up, vaguelly based off of the Spetsnaz Guard from the game Tom 
Clancy's EndWar, partially inspired by a mixture of Russian 
super-soldier stereotypes, and with some basing into actual Russian 
Spetsnaz (or at least I'll try to have some basing) . I just thought 
it'd be interesting to have a 'proud warrior race' character from a 
fantasy setting get accepted into a modern special forces 
unit . * * 

**There was also originally supposed to be another scene in this 
chapter, set directly after the Chinese and Japanese groups first 
meet each other. In this scene Itami and the girls were going to 
discuss what they thought of the encounter... but I deleted it 
because I felt like it wasn't adding anything, and because I find it 
simply **_**too hard**_** to try and get the feel of the flow between 
their conversations. If I can get around to writing the scene then 
I'll add it back in, but for now it isn't worth the effort, nor will 
it be of sufficient quality for you guys to read. I find that the 
flow of the main cast of the Gate series to be one of the most 
awkward things to try and write about and I am having just the 
hardest time trying to force it into this story... and I 
* *_* *have* *_* * to force it in at one point or another because I still 
want them to be main characters in this story. If anyone could assist 
with this situation please let me know.** 

**This will be the last chapter I'll be posting in a row, because 
after this I'll have to sort through ideas a lot slower, and because 
my holidays will come to an end. In any case, let me know what you 
think of what I've gotten so far. Feel free to post up suggestions or 
note anything that you think I can improve on, and/or just tell me if 
I should bother continuing this work at all or not.** 


End 
f ile . 



